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T 6 HIS 

T ft 'fi/ 

P R I N C E. 0f W A L B &:i 

• ••• ... ^ \ s 

May it pleafe ypiur jRoyal. Higljncl^,, . 

AN T I .E:N T tr^edy in if s pure anfl 
pieife£b ftatc. was .made fubfervient only 
: to the Doldbfl: ptirpQfe% andj&cred ta 
tru^, religion aod virtue* This fjpecies of die 
drama att^n'd to it's higheft degree cf per&cm 
tion: in the time, and under >the direction of: dte» 
immortal Sophocles, the . acknowledged i prince <)f 
tcagic poets^ die admiration,, of all Greece, the' 
envy of his cotemporarie^, and in a -vt^cM^.' the^ 
Sbakeijpear of antiquity. 

a a Suck 



DEDICATION- 

Such is the work, and (lich the author^ 
which I have the honour to preient to your 
Royal Hig itn :p s ?. That a writer fo uni- 
verlally applauded, fhould never yet have been 
feen in: ^ -trtglittr h^it (for the difguifes, which 
he has hitherto worn, are ^not worthy of that 
name) is certainly a matter of aftonilhmentj but 
Scfihgdea leejsis purpofely to have waited for the 
prefent happy opportunity of making his firft ap- 
pearance amongft us, uhdfer the patronage x)f your 
R o Y A I* Hig h ^e ss 5 a circumftance, which 
has made him ample retributioa for ail our for- 
mer flight and negle6l of him. The- author of 
thiB following fheets, though confcious of his own 
labilities, and the difficulty of the tafk which he 
has undertaken, approaches your Royal High- 
ness with confidence, as fatisfy'd that the lame 
kindnefe mul humanity, \iiiich induced your Royal 
HlGifNjEss to accept theFe volumes, will alfo 

pardon 
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DEDICATION, 

pardon their errors aiid imperfe£lions ; and at the 
feme time flatters himfelf that the reft of his 
readers will pay (bme deference to (b illuftrious 
an example. 

Your Royal Highness will pardon me, 
if, with my warmeft acknowledgments on this oc- 
cafion, I take the liberty to mingle my hearty 
congratulations on this day's folemnity : the world 
of letters, ai^d the circle, of arts and fciences, 
have a pecvdiar intereft in every thing that con- 
cerns their patron and protbftor: permit me there- 
fore in their name to wifti your Royal High- 
ness that health, happine(s and profperity, on 
which their own muft in a great meaiure depend: 
permit me to wifh that Britain under your Royal 
HiGHNEss's influence may become the darling 
feat of tafte and genius, the throne of literature, 
and the conftant refidence of honour, freedom, 

piety 



D E D r C A T I O N. 

piety and virtue : this, may it pleafe your KqyAU 
Highness, is the wi(h, this is the well-founded 
hope of ally and of none more truly^ firmly, and 
fincerely, than 



May it pleafe your Royal Highness^ 
Your Royal Highnesses 



f ••> 



'.... moft devoted, obliged,. 
, and. obedi^ fcrvant, 

June, 4d, If 59. 



/ * 



Thomas FranckUn. 
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ON THE 

ANTIENT TRAGEDY; 
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ERRATA. 

VOL- I. 

tjAGE 19, 1. II, for infpired^ read infpr^d. p. 123, I i. after quick, omit 
* the comma, p. 184, in the note, after therefore, for was^ read were. p. ai5, 
for p. 116 read zi6. 

VOL. IL 

1^ AGE 24, 1. 2, after ears^ omit the comma, p. 106, in the note, for ToAjort 
read to Ac 01, and for Eujlatbeus xtsA Euftatbius. p. 120, before 1. i, infert 
DEIANIRA. p. 162, L i, for darts TcaA Jiarts. p. 203, 1. 2, after 
eucurfd put a comma, p. 210, 2£ttx prophet infert [Exeunt, p. 374, 1. 3, for 
fcek rtsd faks. 
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Dramatis Pcrfonae. 



MINERVA. 
ULYSSES. 
A J A X. 

T E C M E S S A, wife of Ajax. 

T E U C E R, brother to Ajax. 
A G AM E M N O N. 
M E N E L A U S. 
MESSENGER. 

CHORUS, 

Compofed of antient men of Salamis. 
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A J A X. 

A C T I. 

S C E N E I. 

A field near the tent of A j a x. 

MINERVA, ULYSSES. 

MINERVA. 

O N of Laertes, thy unweary*d ipirit 



Is ever watchful to furprife the foe ; 
I have obferv'd thee wand'ring midft the tents 
In fearch of Ajax, where his flation lyes, 
At th' utmoft verge, and meas*ring o'er his fteps 
But late imprefs*d; like Spartals hounds of fcent 

B Sagacious, 

^Spartds hounds^ &c. The dogs of Sparta, according to all the beft authors 
of antiquity, were remarkable lor their fwiftnefs and quick fcent; Virgil 
mentions tne veloces Sparts catulos ; Gratius Falifcus alfo takes notice of them. 
Our countryman Shakefpear, therefore, we fee had good authority for his 
recommendation of Thefeus*s hounds, who he tells us 

Were of the Spartan kind, 
So flew'd, fo fanded, &c. See his Midfummer nighfs dream. 



2 A J AX. 

Sagacious, doft thou trace hini, nor in vain; 

For know, the man thou {eek'ft is not far from thee; 

Yonder he lyes, with reeking Im^ow and hands . 

Deep- Aaii)*d with gore ; ceafe then thy fearch^. aod tell me 

Wherefore thou com'ft, that fo I may inform 

Thy doubting mind, and bcft affift thy purpofe. 

ULYSSES. 
Alinerva, dearefl c£ th' immortal pow'rs, 
For, tho* I fee the? not, that well-known voice 
E)oth like the Tyrrhene trump awake my foul. 
Right haft thou faid, I come to fearch my foe. 
Shield-bearing Ajax ; him alone I feek: 
A deed of horror hath he done this night. 

If 

Tbd' I fee thee not^ &£. It was the acknowledged and indiiputable privacge 
of heathen gods and goddeiTes to be vifible and inviiible^ as they thought pro--, 
per, and likewife to extend, whenever they pleafed, that privilege to others ^ 
in the two firft fcenes of Ajax we have inftances of both ^ in the firft, Minerva 
h not feen by Ulyffes, and in the fecond, Ulyffes, by the power of Minerva, is 
rendered invifible to Ajax. The rcafon of the latter is fufHciently evident ; for 
the former it is not fo eafy to aflign any, as the goddefs had defcended on 
purpofc to Gonverfe with her favourite i to conceal hcrfclf therefore from his. 
fight feems unaccountable. 

Shield' bearing Ajax^ &c. The greater Ajax is diffinguifli'd by Homer, from: 
whom Sophocles copies his chara^er, for his enormous fhield, which none but 
hiinfelf was able to lift j. in the fcventh book of the Iliad we find it thus dcfcribcd^ 

Stern Telamon behind his ample fhield. 

As from a brazen tow'r, o'crlook'd the field j 

Huge was its orb, with fev'n thick folds o'crcaft 

Of tough bull-hides, of folid brafs the laft. Pope,. 
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If it be he, for yet we are to know 

The certain proof, atid therefore came I here 

A willing meflenger : the cattle all, 

Our flocks and herds, are with their fhcpherds flain. 

To Ajax ev*ry tongue imputes the crime; 

One of our Ipies who law him on the plain, 

His fword ftill reeking with frefli blood, confirm'd its 

Inftant I fled to fearch him, and ibmedmes 

I trace his ibotfteps, which a^in I lofe 

I know not how 5 in happy hour thou com* ft 

To aid me, gpddefs; thy proteding hand 

Hath rulM me ever, and to thee I truft 

My future hte, 

- M I N E R V A, 

I know it well, UlyfleS) 
And therefore came to guard and to aflUl thee 
Propitious to thy purpofe. 

ULYSSES. 
Do I right. 
My much'lov'd miftrefe? 

MINERVA. 
Doubtlefs; his foul deed 
Doth well deienre it. 

Ba ULYSSES. 
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' ULYSSES. 

What cou*d prompt his hand 
To fuch a defp'rate ad? 

MINERVA. 

Achilles* anns; 

His rage for lofe of them. •>' ' 

ULYSSES. 
But wherefore thus 
Deftroy the flock? 

MINERVA. 
'Twas in your blood he thought 
His hands^ were ftain*d 

ULYSSES. 
Againft the Grascians then 
Was all his wrath? 

MINERVA. 
And &tal had it proved 
To them*, if I had not prevented it. 

ULYSSES. 
What daring infolence cou'd move his Ibul 
To fuch a deed? 

MINERVA. 
Alone by night he wandered 
In fecret to attack yo\i. 

ULYSSES, 
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ULYSSES. 
Did he come 

Clofe to our tents? 

MINERVA. 

£v*n to the double portal^ 
Where reft your chiefs. 

ULYSSES. 

What pow'r cou*d then withhold 
His madd*ning hand? 

MINERVA. 
I purpofely deceiv*d 
His fight, and fev*d him fix)m the guilty joy. 
Turning his rage againft the mingled flocks, 
Your gather*d fpoil ; on thefe with violence 
He rufh'd, and ilaughter*d many; now he thought 
That he had flain th* Atridse, now believ*d 
Some other chiefs had perifh*d by his hand. 
I ikvr his madnefs and ftill urg*d him on, 
That he might fall into the fiiare I laid : 
Tired with his flaughter now he binds in chains 
The living vidim, drives the captive herd 
Home to his tent, nor doubts but they are ment 



There 
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There beats with many a (Iripe the helplefs foe. 
But I will fhew thee thi^ moft glaring phrenzy^ 
That to the Grscians what thy eyes beheld 
Thou may 'ft report : be con&lent, nor fear 
His utmoft njalice; I fhaJJ turn hig light 
Afkant from thee. Ajax, what hoi come ibrtli. 
Thou who doft bind in chains tby captive foes, 
Ajax, I fay, Qonae forth before the portaL 

ULYSSES, 
What woud'ft thou dp, Minerva ? Do hot call him. 

MINERVA. 
What fhou*d %fles fear? 

ULYSSES. 
Ol by the God« 
I do intreat dice, let him ftay within. 

MINERVA. 
But wherefore ? Thou haft feen him here before. 

ULYSSES. 

There heats nvith many a Stripe, tSc. In aHufion to thi« circumilance, the title 
of the play in the original is Ai(x$ yLeaiytxfo^, or, Ajax the whip-bearer ; fb 
call'd either by Sophocles himfelf, or fome of the antient commentators, to dif- 
tinguifh it from Ajax the Locrian, another tragedy written by him, but now loft. 
As the appellation of whip-bearer, however happily adapted to an Attic, might 
not fo well fuit the delicacy of an Englifh ear, I have taJcen the liberty to fink it 
upon my readers, who, I apprehend, will be content with the title of Ajax only. 
Mr. Brumc^ for the fame reafon has omitted it, and calls it, in his tranilatioa, 
Ajax facieux* 



& T AX 7 

U I; Y S S E S. 

He ever was, and is my, deadlifeft foe. 

M I N E R y A, 
O ! but to laugh an. enemy to fcom 
Is mirth mofl grateful. 

ULYSSES. 
1 had rather ftUl 
He come not here. 

MINERVA. 
And art thou then a&aid 
To fee a madman? 

ULYSSES. 
I fhoud httle dread 
The fight of Ajax in his better mind. 

MINERVA. 
He will not fee thee be thou e'er fb near.' 

ULYSSES. 
Impoflible ! his eyes are flill the fame. 

MINERVA. 
But I fhall throw a veil of darknefs o'er thenu 

ULYSSES. 
By pow*rs immortal all things may be done. 

MINERVA. 

Wait then in filence till he come. 

ULYSSES. 
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ULYSSES. 

I will ; : " 

And yet 'twere better to retire; 

MINERVA. 
What ho I 
Ajax, again I call thee, wherefore . pay'ft thou 
So little revVence to thy guardian pow'r? 

S C E N E II. 
AJAX, MINERVA, ULYSSES. 

AJAX. 
Hail to the daughter of great Jove I to thee, 
Minerva, hail I thou com*ft in happy hour, 
For I will crown thee with the golden fpoils 
Which I have gain'd by thy aflifting hand. 

MINERVA. 

'Twere better to retire^ &c. Sophocles has clofcly copied his great maftcr. 
Homer, in the charader of Ulyfles, who is drawn by them both as a man of 
extraordinary prudence and circumfpedtion, with more caution than courage^ 
and more cunning than gencrofity. He is extremely loth, we may obferve, to 
truft himfelf with Ajax, even though he had a goddefs to proted: him* I had 
rather, fays he, after all, be a little farther off. Hie (fays Camerarius in a note 
on this paflage) eft timor prudentise, this is but a prudent fear, for who would 
wi(h to meet a madman? Brumoy, however, is of another opinion ; it me paroit 
(fays he) un peu lache, & J'avoue que ce trait n*eft pas a la louange d'UlyfTe ni de 
Sophocle; mais le roi d' Ithaque etoit trop connu pour le deguifer aux fpec-» 
tateurs, & les id^es de prudence & de bravoure ^toient alors bien difFerentes 
de celles d* aujourd'huy. To fay the truth, prudence amongft the antients 
feems to have favoured a little of cowardice, as their courage and valour bordered 
rather too clofcly on favagenefs and brutality. 
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J^ I N E R V A. 
Well haft thou ipoke ; • but fay, has Ajax dip*d 
His ipear in Grascian blood? 

A J A X. 
It is my bbaftj 
rU not deny it 

MINERVA. 
Did th' Atrid« feel 
Thy vengeful arm ? 

A J A X. 
They never will again 
Difhonour Ajax, 

MINERVA. 
If I underfland thee, 
They are both dead. 

AJAX. 
They are 5 now let *em come, 
And take my arms away. 

MINERVA. 
But tell me, Ajax; 
Laertes' fbn, hath he efcap*d thy wrath? 

AJAX. 
Talk*ft thou of him, that fox accursed ? 



MINERVA. 
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MINERVA. 
I mean 
Thy foe, Ulyffcs. 

A J A X 

O I he is my capti^e^ 
The hkcR. of my jpoils, I have him here ; 
He fhall not perifh y^t. 

MINERVA. 

What Vantage then 
Mean'ft thou to draw frpm his confinement? 

A J A X 
Firft, 

m have him bound to th*^ pillar^ 

M I N E R V A. 
And, what then 
Woudft thou inflid? 

A J, AX. 
His limbs all purpled o'er 
With many a bloody firipe^ he i&aQ be flain* 

MINERVA. 
Do not torment himj thii9. 

A X A. X'.. 
In: all things el&, 
Minerva, wou*d I gratify thy will, 
But this, and this alone muil be his fate. 



MINERVA. 
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MINERVA. 

Since *tis ib i^eafing to thee, be it fo» 
Nor quit thy purpoie. . , 

A J A X. 

I muft to my work; 
Thus, great Minerva, may'ft thou ever fmilc 
Propitious on me, and afilil ttsy Ajax. 

[Exit. 
SCENE III. 
MINERVA, ULYSSES. 
MINERVA. 
Behold, Ulyfles, here the mighty ftrength 
Of pow'r divine : liv'd there a man more wife, 
More fam*d for noble deeds than Ajax was ? 

ULYSSES. 
None, none indeed; al^asl I pity him; 
Ev'n in a foe I pity fuch diftrefs, 
For he is wedded to the worft of woes: 
His haplefs (late reminds me of my own, 

C 2 And 

Since 'tis Jo p/eafing to thee. The Greek is, iirulii <roi ts^h, which lite- 
rally tranflated, anfwers to our phrafe, iince it is thy pletfure : but this is ge- 
nerally made ufe of by us from an inferior to a fuperior, and confequently 
would be improper from Minerva to Ajax, where it is the diredt contrary : 
(he only means xq fay, fince it gives thee fuch extraordinary delight and fatis- 
fadion ; which fenfe I have endeavour'd to exprefs as concifely as pofiible in 
the tranflation. 
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And tells me that frail mortals -arc no more 
Than a vain image and an empty (hade. 

MINERVA. 

Let fuch examples teach thee to beware 
Againft the Gods thou utter aught profane: 
And if perchance in riches or in pow'r 
Thou fhin'ft fuperior, be not infblent ; 
For, know, a day fufficeth to exalt 
Or to deprefs the ftate of mortal man: 
The wife and good are by the Gods belov'd, 
But thofe, who pradice evilj they abhor. 

I • . . •.. • • • 

CHORUS. 
. . 1. 

To thee, O ! Ajax, valiant fbn 

Of illufbious Telamon, 

Monarch 

To tbee^ ! Ajax. The chorus is form'd, with greslt propriety, of Salami- 
nian foldiers, the countrymen and followers of Ajax, who having heard the? 
report, already fpread through the army, of Ajax's madnefs, and the flaughter 
of the cattle, cxprefs the deepeft concern for- their unhappy mafter. If the 
fedt afferted was true, fuch, lay they, was the will of the gods who had de- 
prived him of his fenfes ; he is therejfore to be pitied, not condemned : if, (a» 
they are rather inclined Co believe) it was only a ftory invented by the artful 
Ulyfles, on purpofe to calumniate him, it behoved the hero immediately to 
appear, and qpntradift it : of this, interfperfed with moral refleiaions, confifts 
the firft chorus, which according to the commentators was, a fong between 
the a(fts ; the French call it, intermede : the chorus before us is made up, in 
(he original, of anapaefts, with a ftrophe, antiftrophe, and.epode: I h:ive 
thrown the whole into one irregular ode of eight ftanzas, and divided them 
as the change of fentiment fecm'd to point out and diredt ^me; whether it be 
done properly mud be left to the determination of the reader. 
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Monarch oP the fea-girt ifle, 
Fair Salamis, if fortune fmile 
On thee, I raife the tributary fong, 
For praife and virtue ftill to thee belong : 
But when, infli^fted by the wrath of Jove, 
Graecian flander blafts thy £ime. 
And foul reproach attaints thy name, 
Then do I tremble like the fearful dove. 

II. 
So, the laft unhappy night. 
Clamours loud did reach mine ear 
And fiird my anxious heart with fear, 
Which talk'd of Graecian cattle flain. 
And Ajax madd'ning o'er the plain, 
Pleas'd at his prey, rejoycing at the fight. 

III. 
Thus falfe Ulyfles can prevail, 
Whifp'ring to all his artful tale. 
His tale alas ! too willingly receiv'd ; 



Whim 



If fortune fmile. The original is « jjl^v ev ir^xtrirovT i quando bene tecum 
agitur : fo we fay a man does well^ when he fucceeds in the world. 

Lajl unhappy night. Gr. tw^ (f^ifi^^vm vvtctos, the night that is perifh'd; a 
cemarkable Greek idiom. 
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Whilft thofe who hcai ase g^ad to know 
And happy to infuh thy woe, 
For, who aiperfe the great are ealUy bcjicy*d. 

IV. 

The poor, like us, fdonc are free 
From the darts of calumny, 

Whilft envy ftill attends on high edate: 

Small is the aid which we can leod, 
Without the rich and powVful friend; 
(The great fupport the low, the low aflift the great. 

But 'tis a truth which fbbls will never know ;) 
From fuch alone the clamours came 
Which ftitwe to hurt thy ^potkfk &me, 

Whilft we can only weep, and not relieve thy woe. 

V. 
Happy to *fcape thy piercing fight. 
Behold them wing their rapid flight, 

As trembling birds from hungry vultures fly, - 
Sudden again fliou'dft thou appear, 
The cowards wou'd be mute with fear. 

And all their cenfures in a moment dye. 

VI. 
Cynthia, .goddefs of the grove, 
Daughter of immottal" Jove, 



To 
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To whom at Tauris frcqiaent altars rife, 
. todignant might inipire the decdy 

And bid the guiltlefs cattle bleed, 
Depriv*d of incenfe due, and wonted facrifice. 
Perhaps, fad caufe of all our grief and fliamel 

The god of war with hraaea fhield. 

For ianc^*d inj*ri)es in the field. 
Might thus avenge the wnon^ and brand thy name. 

VIL 

For never in his perfect mind, 

Had Ajax been to ill inclined, 
On flbcJes and hmh his rage had never Ipent ; 

It was in£b£led from above : 

Ma,)? Phcjebus and all-powerful Jove 
Avert* tfte crime, or ftop the punifhment! 
If to th* Atrids the bold fidion came 

From Sifyphus* detefted race, 

No 

To whom at Tauris &c. Tov^otoXav, id eft, Taurivagam vocant Dianam (fays 
Camerarius) vel quod in Taurica culta fuerit, vel propter terricularoenta no^ur- 
na Hecates, vel nefcio quam ob caufam, that is, they call Diana TaugoTaA«, 
either becaufe (he was worfhip'd at Tauris, or becaufe of the nodturnal in- 
cantations of Hecate, or for I know not what reafon (which tiy the bye is an 
excellent way of folving the difficulty) j the firft reafon however is moft pro- 
bably the true one, which I have therefore adopted in the tranflation. 

From Sijypbus* detefted race. Or, in other words, from Ulyfles, whom the 
chorus. means to reproach as the baftard fon of Sifyphus } xoi)cerning which 

circumftance 
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No longer, Ajax, hide thy face, 
But from thy tents come forth, and vindicate thy fame*. 

VIII. 

Ajax, thy too long repofe 

Adds new vigor to thy foes. 
As flames from aiding winds ftUl fiercer grow; 

Whilft the loofe laugh, and {hamelefs lye, 

And all their bitter calumny. 
With double weight opprefs, and fill our hearts with woe. 



circumftance, the antients, who had perhaps as well as ourfelves a little tafte 
for fcandal, tell the following tale ; Anticlea, the mother of Ulyfles, in her 
journey towards her betroth'd hufband, Laertes, was violently feized on by 
Sifyphus, king of Corinth, and deflower 'd by him. Ulyfles was fuppofed to 
have been the fruit of this flolen embrace, though Laertes, who afterwards 
marry 'd the lady, was obliged to educate him as his own. There is like- 
wife another ftory, to be met with in the fcholia, of her being proftituted to 
Sifyphus by her father Autolycus. Both Mkhylus and Euripides mention the 
baflardy of UlyfTes } Sophocles alfo repeats it in the Philodwtes. 



End of ACT I. 
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ACT IL 

S C E N E I. 

TECMESSA, CHORUS. 

TECMESSA, 

SO N S of Eredtheus, of Athenian race, 
Ye brave companions of the valiant Ajax, 
Oppreis'd with grief behold a wretched woman 
Far from her native foil appointed here 
To watch your haplefs lord, and mourn his fate. 

CHORUS. 
What new misfortune hath, the night brought forth? 
Say, daughter of Teleutas, for with thee 

E His 

Sons ofBreSfbeus &c. The Athenians, who were remarkably proud of their 
antiquity, ftilcd themfelvcs, ^^ovioi or (tuTo^Srovoi^ as fpruqg from the Earth 5 
the original natives of that fpot, and coeval with the foil they inhabited* 
Eredheus is reported to have been the offspring of Vulcan, and the Earth ; 
from him the Athenians boafled their defcent, and they could not well go 
higher : Salamis was not far from Athens ; Sophocles therefore falqtes the 
followers of Ajax by the name of Athenians, arjd takes this opportunity to 
indulge the vanity of his countrymen, by calling them the fons of Ereftheus ; 
for joining the inhabitants of Salamis to the Athenians, Sophocles had the a\}- 
thority of Homer 5 

With thcfe appear the Salaminian bands. 

Whom the gigantic TeUmon commands; 

In twelve black fhips, to Troy they fleer their courfe. 

And with the great Athenians join their force. 

Pope's Homer, B. 9. L. 670. 

Daughter of Teleutas (^c. TecmefTa, who is here intrpduced as the wife 
of Ajax, fell to him, as Brifcis to Achilles, by the fate of wfir : her father, 

Teleutas, 



i8 A J A X. 

His captive bride, the noble Ajax deigns 
To fhare the nuptial bed, and therefore thou 
Can*^ft beft infoqn us. 

T E C M E S $ A. 
How fhall I declare 
Sadder than death th" unutterable woe! 
This night, with madnefs feiz'd,, hath Ajax done 
A dreadful deed; within thou may 'ft behold 
The tents o'erfpread with bloody c^rcafes 
Of cattle flai% the vidims of his ra^e. 

CHORUS. 
Sad news indeed thou bring'ft of that brave man, 
A dire diieafel and not by human aid 
Ta be remov'd; already Greece hath heard 
And wond'ring crouds repeat the dreadfeil tale: 
Alas I I fear th* event 1 I fear me much,, 

Lefft 

Teleittas>. was st petty king in Phr^k, whoredotninion» being taken and plun- 
der'd by A^^ the daughter became his captive, and was afterwards advanced^ 
to his bed, in quality^ we may fuppofe, of his chief fultana j by her, we find>. 
he had a. child whom the father named Euryfaces, from w^w <rat,xos,. a broad< 
(hield,. in memory of that part of his own armour, by which, as we before: 
obfervcd, he was ib eminently diflinguifb'd } this child is afterwards brought 
on the ftage, a circumftance artfully introduced by the poet, to heighten; 
the diftrefs of the piece^ Horace,, in his catalogue of famous mifbefles, ha^- 
apt forgot our heroine, 

Movit Ajacem Telamone natum, 

Foona captivae dominum Tecmeflk^ Lib. 2. Od.. 4» 
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Left with their ^ocks and herds the fhepKerds {lain, 
Againft himfelf he Eft his nmrthVous' han4* 

TECMESSA, 
Alas! this way he led his capture ippils. 
And fome he flew, and others tore in 'ionder; 
From out the flock two rams' qF fUver hne 
He chofe, from one the l^d and tongue divided, 
He caft them from him 3 then the other chain'4 
Faft to the pillar, with a doubled ijein 
Bore cruel Aripe$, and bitt*feft execratipns, 
Which not from mortal came, but were infpired 
By that avengmg god who i^us tornients hitn. 

C H O R y s. 

Now then, my friends, (for fo the time demands) 

Each o*er his head fhou*d caft the niqumful veil. 

And inftant fly, or to our fliips repair^ 

And £ajl with (peed ^ for dr^dfiil are the threats 

Of the Atridae; death may be our lot. 

And we fhall meet an equal punifhment 

With him whom we lament, our frantic lord. 

TECMESSA. 
He raves not now; but like die ibuthem blafl. 
When lightnmgs ceafc and all the ftorm is o'er, 
Grows calm again 5 yet to his fenfe rcftor'd, 

E 2' 
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He feels new griefs j for, O \ to be unhappy, 
And know ourfelves alone the guilty caufe 
Of all our forrows,' is .the worft of' woe^ 

C HO R U S, 
Yet if his rage fubiide We £hou*d rfejoicd; 
The ill remov*d, ive' fliou'd remove our care* 

T E C M E S S A. 
Hadft thou then rather, if the choice were giv*n, 
Thyfelf at eafe, behold thy friend in pain, 
Thgn with thy friend be join'd in mutual forrow^ 

CHORUS. 
The double grief is fore the moft opprcflive. 

T E C M E' S S A. 
Therefore, tho' not diftemper'd, I am wretched. 

CHORUS. 

I underftand thee not. 

T E CM E S S A. 
The noble Ajax, 
Whilft he was mad, was happy in his phrenzy. 
And yet the while affeded me with grief 
Who was not fo ; but now his rage is o'er, 
And he has time to breathe from his misfortune, 
Himfelf is almoft dead with grief, and I 
Not lefs unhappy than I was before j 
Is it not doubled then? 



CH0RU5. 
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CHORUS. 

It is indeed; - 
And much I fear the wrath of angr)r heav'n. 
If from his madnefs ceas*d he yet receive 
No kind relief. 

TECMESSA. 
*Tis ibj and 'twere moft fit 
You knew it well. 

CHORUS. 
Say dien how it began ; 
For like diyfelf we feel for his misfortunes. 

TECMESSA. 

Since you partake the fbrrows of a friend, 

1*11 tell you all: know then, at dead of night. 

What time the evening tapers were expired. 

Snatching his fword, he feem'd as if he meant 

To roam abroad, I faw and chid him for it ; 

What woud'ft thou do, I cry*d, my deareft Ajax? 

Unafk'd, uncall'd for, whither woud'ft thou go? 

No trumpet founds to battle, the whole hoft 

Js wrap'd in fleep ; then did he anfwer me 

With brief but fharp rebuke, as he was wont ; 

Woman, thy fex's nobleft ornament 

Is filence; thus reprov'd, I iaid no more; 

Then 
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Then forth he niflx'd abne, where, aad for what, 

I knew not ; but returning, he brought home 

In chains the captive herd, in pieces (bme 

He tore, whilft others bound like ihvcs be lafli*d 

Indignant; then out at the portal ran, 

And with fome (hadow feem'd to hold difcourfe; 

Againft th* Atridee, and Ulyfles oft 

Wou'd he inveigh; or, laughing loud, rejoice 

That he had ta*en revenge for all his wrongs; 

Then back he came; at length, by {low de^ees. 

His phrenzy ceas'd; when foon as he behdd 

The tents o*erwhelm*d with flaughter^ he cry'd out. 

And beat his brain ; roll'd o'er tbe bloody heaps 

Of cattle {lain, and tore his clotted hair. 

Long fix'd in filence ; then, with horrid threats 

He bad me tell him all that had befall'n. 

And what he had been d(»ng; I ohey*d. 

Trembling with -fear, and told him all I knew. 

Inftant he pour'd ^th bitt'reft lamentations. 

Such as I ne'er had heard from him before. 

For 

With fome Jhadow &c. This alludes to hk converfadon with Minerva, in 
the firft a(^ ; TecmefTa, we may fuppofe, was in a diamber adjoining to them, 
and overheard their difcourfe. But a8 Mioenra had render'd both herfelf and 
Ulyfles inviiible, Tecmefla could not imagine whom he was talking to ; flie 
adds this circumftance therefore to the^other fymptoms of his madoefs. There 
i& a parage not unlike this ui Hamlet. See A^ 3. Sc. 10. 
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For grief like that, he oft fo^'4: %> betray 'd 

A weak mA littie mind, ai>d th«i;^Ee ever . 

When forrow came, refrainM from loud complalnti 

And, like the lowing heifer, ivfy mouro'd. 

But finking now beneath this fore diftre^, 

He will not tafte of food or nouriflwnentj 

Silent he fits, amid the flaughter'd catde^ 

Or, if he fpeaks, utters fwb dreadttul wonfc 

As fhew a mind intent ffio ibmething HI. 

Now then, my friends^ for therefore came I hil^ec^ 

O I if ye have the pow'r aflift mc now ; 

Perhaps ye may; for o6t th' affi<acd maa 

Will Men to the counfels of a friend. 

CHORUS. 

O ! daughter of Teleutas, horrible 

Indeed thy tidings are of noble Ajax^ 

Thus raving, and thus miferable* 

[ A J A X within groans J 
Oh! 

TECMESS'JS. 

He will not tafte of food. The abftincnce of Ajax. on this occafion» which^. 
we may imagine, was not peculiar to himfelf, feems to be among thofe cus- 
toms which the Grecians torrow'd from the eaftem nations : we read in fcrip- 
ture, that when David was aiHided'for the lofs of his child, he would not eat 
bread, nor drink wine ; it appears from this, and many other pa&ges in So* 
phocles, that he Was no ftranger to the manners^and phrafeology of the orien* 
tals ; though I would not^ oo this oc^aAqd, venture to a^m, that David andi 
Sophocles were but one perfon, in imitation of my learned predeccflbr, Duport^^ 
who^fo poiitively afTerted^ that Homer and Solomon were the fame*. 
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T E C M E S S A. 

Louder you 11 hear him foon; mark'd ye, my friends, 
How deep his groans ? 

. A J A X within. 
Ol me! 

CHORUS. 

He feems to rave, 
Or mourns refleding on his madnefs paft. 

A J A X within. 
Boy, boy I 

T E C M E S S A. 
Alas ! he calls Eurylaces, 
Where art thou, child ? What wou'd he have with thee ? 

A J A X within. 
Teucer, 'tis thee I call, where art thou, Teucer? 
Still muft he chace his prey, whilft Ajax dyes? 

CHORUS. 
He feems of perfeA mind— open the doors, 
Let him come forth, who knows but fight of us 
May keep him fb, . 

T E C M E S S A. 

ril open them ^now fee 

[The doors are thrown open, and Ajax difcover'd] 
Your matter there, and judge of his condition. 

SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
AJAX, TECMESSA, CHORUS, 

A J A X. 

My dear companions, who alone deferve 

The name of friends, ye fee the dreadful ftorm 

How it o'erwhelms me. 

CHORUS. [afidetoTECMESSA.] 
What thou faid'ft, alas! 
Was but too true, he feems indeed diftrac^ed. 

AJAX. 
My fellow-failors ! whofe afHfting hand 
Ply*d the tough oar, and led me thro* the main. 
From you alone can I exped to meet 

E * Or 

My dear companions^ &c. From line 347 to line 4^7 of the original, in- 
ftead of the common metre, it is all ftrophe and andftrophe, which was moft 
probably fet to mufic and fung in the manner of the chorus : this was often 
4lone by Sophocles and the other tragic writers in the more pathetic and im> 
pafSon'd parts of the drama, and met, as we may imagine, with a favourable 
reception in the Grecian theatre ; but as queftion and anfwer put into ode or 
rhime would have a different efFedt amongft us, I have preferved the blank 
verfe in this and fome other parallel pafTages, as more proper for dialo^e. 

Seems indeed diftraSted. Ajax is here reprefented as fitting alone in his tent 
juft recover'd from his delirium, and refledling with horror on what he had 
done during the continuance of it : what the chorus here obferves concerning 
his diilra£tion doth not therefore proceed from any thing which he fays, but, 
probably, from a wildnefs in his looks and gefture which ftill remain 'd, and 
induced them to believe that his diflemper was not quite removed. Ajax, in- 
deed, as Brumoy obferves, lecms throughout this whole fcene like the fea after 
a ftorm, whofe waves are ftill agitated, and fubliding bv degrees into calqiuefs 
and tranquillity. 



t6 A J A X 

Or love or friendihip ; therefore fliew it now, 
And kill me. 

CHORUS. 
Talk not thus, xKxr thus increaiie 
By added woes thy dreadful malady. 

A J A X. 
Doft thou behold this once intrepid Ajax, 
The brave, the mighty, long for ftrength renown'd 
And dauntleis courage in the bloody field, 
Doft thou behold him? O what laughter now, 
What vile reproach muft he fuftdn? 

TECMESSA. 
O Ajar, 
My lord, my mafter, do not talk thus fadly, 

A J A X to Tecmessa. 
Wilt thou not home? Wilt not be gone? 

TECMESSA. 
Oh me! 

CHORUS. 
Be patient 5 by the Gods let me intreat you. 
Be more composed. 

AJAX. 

Wilt thou not homey &c. The mind of Ajax is fo difturb'd that he returns 
the tendernefs of his wife with peevifhnefs and anger. I have endeavour d in 
the tranflation to render it with that brevity and (harpnefs which fJ&ffion gene- 
rally makes ufe of. The ladies may obi'ervc the modefty of Tecmcfla's be* 
hayiour } (he anfwers hitn only with a figh. 
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A J A X. 
Wretch that I was, to let 
The curft. Atridae fcapc, and fhed the blood 
Of harmlefs cattle! 

CHORUS. 
But why forrow thus 
For what is pai^, and cannot be recall'd ? 

A J A X. 
How will that fubtle inftniihent of ill, 
Laertes* prying fon, infult me now, 
And fmile at my misfortunes 1 

CHORUS; 
That muft be 
As feems moft fitting to the Gods; from diem 
Or grief or joy muft flow. 

A J A X. 
O wou'd to heav'n 
That I cou'd fee himi wretched as I ami 

CHORUS. 
This is no time for boafting : fec'ft thou not 
How very weak thou art? 

A J A X.. 
Almighty Jove, 

E* 2 My 
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My great progenitor! O grant me this! 
Grant me to flay that hatefid, talking flave. 
With the proud princes; then well pleas*d myfelf 
Shou*d perifli laft. 

TECMESSA. 
O ! if thou pray*fl for death. 
Pray too for mine; for wherefore fhou'd I live 
When thou art gone? 

A J A X. 
O darknefs, my beft light 
And hope ! O wrap me in your friendly {hade 
A willing gueft! I dare not look for help, 
Or from the Gods above, or men below: 
The pow'rful daughter of eternal Jove 
To death devotes me; whither can I fly. 
Or where remain, my fame and glory loft 
In this fad phrenzy? left without a friend. 
And the whole army bent on my deftrudionl 

TECMESSA. 
Alas! how dreadful 'tis to hear fuch words. 
Which Ajax never wou'd have fpoke before I 

A J A X. 

Jove, my great progenitor ! Ajax's genealogical taWe ftands thus : Ajax waft 
the fon of Telamon, the fon 5of ^acus, the fon of Jove. Jupiter therefore 
was his great grandfather. 
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A J A X. 

Ye well-known floods that roll into the main, 

Ye caves and forefts by the rocky fliorel 

Years heap*d on Years faft by the walls of Troy 

Have ye detained me, but no longer now 

Amongfl: the living fhall ye ever fee 

The haple& Ajax ; this remember all : 

Nor fliall thy neighb'ring waves, Scamander, ftill 

To Greece beneficent, behold me more: 

Troy never faw, forgive the boaftful word, 

A braver, nobler foe than Ajax was, 

Tho* now diflionour'd thus, and thus opprefs'd. 

CHORUS. 
I wou*d not have thee thus lament thy woes, 
And yet 1 know not how to chide thee for it, 
So hard thy lot. 

AJAX. 

Who wou'd have thought my name 
Wou*d e'er fo well have fuited my condition! 



jn» wou'd have thought my namcy &c. To know the meaning of ttus paT- 
{age, the reader ihould underfland Greek ; it being nothing more than a poor 

{>un*on the name of Ajax, which in the original begins with at, an exclamation 
ike our Oh I expreflive of pam and forrow. It' is, to fay the truth, not very 
worthy of Sophocles, and much of a piece with Shakefpear's, 

^Thi$ is Rome indeed, 

And room enough. Jul. Cjesar. 

But 
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O! I have reafoii to lament indeed, 

For fure there is not fuch a wretch as Ajax ! 

Long fince at Troy my valiant father fought. 

And to his native land with glory crown'd 

Bore back the meed of his diftinguifh'd virtues : 

Nor lefs renown'd for gallant deeds was (Mice 

His haplefs fon, tho' now kc perifli thus 

Inglorious: yet Achilles, well I know, 

Were he alive, and to bcftow his arms 

On him who bell deferv'd the prize, to me 

And me alone wou'd judge the great reward: 

But little deem'd th' Atridae worth like mine) 

And therefore gave them to that vile impoftor. 

Author of ev'ry evil work, Ulyffes. 

Had not my mind been wrought on by fome pow'r 

Superior, and my eyes averted from them. 

They had not liv'd to give another lentence; 

But Jove's great daughter, the invincible. 

The dreadful Pallas, turn'd my artti afide, 

Juft rais'd againfl: them, and infpir'd me thus. 

With horrid rage to dip my murth'rous hand 

In blood of guiltlefs cattle: they mean time 

Smile 

But cur Author is not often guilty of this, and fhould therefore be paixlon'd for 
it. Ovid, who loved trifiii)g, has aL'b playd upon the name of Ajax. See 
I\,ct. Lib. 15. 

Tj U'tnent. Another pun; the word aia^w fignifying to lament. 
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Smile at the danger fcap'd, and triumph o'er me. 
But when the Gods oppofe us, valour heads 
To cowardice, and ftrength to weakndfs yields : 
What then caa Ajax? hateful to the Gods, 
By Troy detefted, and by Greece forfaken ? 
Shall I go leave the Atridae here alone 
To fight then* caufe, and feek my native land ? 
But how fhall I appear before my father? 
How will he bear to fee his Ajax thus 
Spoil'd of his honours! he who ever crown*d 
With glory fits ; it muft not, can not be. 
What if I rufh amid the Trojan hoft, 
And with my fingle arm oppofe them all, 
Do fomething noble, and as nobly perifli? 
But that wou'd pleafe th' Atridae, therefore never 
Shall it be done: No. I will do a deed 
To ihew my father that I ftill deferve 
The name of fon, and emulate my fire: 
V^hen life but teems with unremitted woes, 
'Tis poor in man to wifli a longer date: 
For what can day on day, and year on year 
But put oiF wifh'd-for death, and lengthen pain? 
Of little worth is he who ftill depends 
On fruitlcfs hopej for it becomes the brave 



To 
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To live with honour, or to die with glory. 
Ye have my thoughts. 

CHORUS. 

Thoughts not unworthy of thee, 
Ajax ; but quit, O I quit thy horrid purpoie. 
And yield thee to thy friends. 

TECMESSA. 

My lord, my mafter. 
My deareft Ajax, dreadful are the ills 
Which cruel fortune brings on human kind : 
Of nobleft race (a better Phrygia boafts not) 
Tecmefla was, and from a father fprung 
Happy and free, tho' now a wretched flave ; 
For fo the Gods and thy all-conq'rihg arm 
Decreed : but fince partaker of thy bed, 
Thou know'ft I ever have with tend'reft care 
Watch'd o'er thee: therefore, by domeftic Jove, 
Here I intreat thee, by the facred tye 
That binds us, let me not with foul reproach 

And 

My lord, my mafter, ^c. This fpeech of Tccraefla's has been dcfervedly 
applauded by the critics as pne of the moft mafterly and pathetic in the whole 
tragedy. Ce ne font pas (fays Bramoy) de ces fentimens delicats & recherch^ 
<qu'on a mis depuis a la mode fur le theatre j ce font les expreffions vives de 
lamitie conjugal. This fcene, as well as that which follows between Ajax and 
his fon, is manifeftly imifc^ed from the parting of Hcdor and Andromache in 
che 6th book of Homer's Iliad, to which I refer my readers. The copy \$ 
ppty perhaps, much jnjferior to the original 
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And bitter fcom be taunted by thy foes, 
When they furround me, as I know they will: 
For OI when thou fhalt die, that very day 
The Greeks with violence will feize on me ; 
Tecmefla then and thy lov'd fon fhall eat 
The bread of flav'iy ; then fome haughty lord 
Infulting loud, fhall cry, behold the wife 
Of Ajax, once the pride of all our hoft. 
How is fhe fall'nl from envy'd happinels. 
To fervitude and woe ! ,fuch vile upbraidings 
Oft fhall I hear, on thee and on thy race 
Cafling foul fhame : O ! then relent, my Ajax j 
Think on thy father in the vale of years. 
Think on thy aged mother, who with vows 
Incef&nt prays the Gods to fend thee back 
Safe to thy native land : pity thy fon. 
Without a father in his tender youth 
To form his mind, left to th* unfriendly hands 
Of thofe who love him not: Alas! what woes 
Wilt thou bequeath to me and to thy child I 
I have no hope, no flay but thee alone. 
Thy hand deftroy'dmy country, and my mother; 

F Death 

Tbe bread ofjlavry. This is literally tranflated ; the expreflion is much in 
Ae ftile of the fcriptures, where we meet with the bread of forrow, the bread 
of wickednefs, the bread of fincerity, and the like. 
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Death fnatch'd my father to the realms below ; 
Deprived of thee what country will receive me, 
Or where fhall I fubfift ? Thou art my all, 
My only fafc-guard : do not, do not leave me ! 
Nought fo becomes a man as gratitude 
For good received, and noble deeds are ftill 
The offspring of benevolence, whilfl he 
With whom remembrance dies of bleflings paft 
Is vile and worthlefs. 

CHORUS. 
O! that thou cou'dft fisel 
Pity like mine for this unhappy Woman I 
Then wou'dft thou fay her words deferve thy praiic. 

A J A X. 
And prais*d fhe fhall be if flie but perform 
What I require. 

TECMESSA. 

In all will I obey thee, 
My dcareft Ajax ! 

A J A X. 

I wou'd fee my child; 

Let him be brought. 

TECMESSA. 
I hid him from thy fight 
Becaufe of AJAX. 
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A J AX. 

My diAemper, was it not? 
TECMESSA. 
It was: I fear*d indeed thou might'ft d^ftroy him; 

A J A X. 
And well thou might*ft : a deed like that became 
My &d condition. 

TECMESSA. 

Therefore to prevent it 
I kept him from thee. 

A J A X. 
I approve thy caution. 
TECMESSA. 
What wou'dft thou have me do? 

A J A X. 

Let me behold 
And {peak to hinu 

TECMESSA. 
He is not £sa from hence. 
The iervants have him in their, care. 

A J AX. 

Then why 
May I not fee him? 

P2 TECMESSA. 
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TECMESSA. 

Boy 1 thy &ther calls thee s 
Let fome one bring him hither. 

A J A X. 

Is he coming. 
Or doth not hear thee ? 

TECMESSA. 
They have brought him to thee. 

[Enter fervant with Eurysaces, 

SCENE III. 
EURYSACES, TECMESSA, AJAX, CHORUS. 

A J A X. 
Bring him this way : for if he be the Ion 
Of Ajax, the frefli blood that hangs about me 
Will not affright him ; he muft learn like me 
In earlieft years the favage laws of war, 
And be inur'd to fcenes of death and flaiughter : 
May 'ft thou, my boy, be happier than thy father i 
In all things elfe it will be no difgrace 
To copy me : I envy thee, my child. 
For that thou fee'ft not thy own wretchednefs ; 
The happinefs of life is not to know. 
Thy ignorance will keep thee free from pain. 
Till time fhall teach thee what it is to grieve 

And 
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. And to rejoice ; then muft thou fhew thy foes 
From whom thou art defcended : may the breath 
Of life mean time nourifli thy tender frame, 
That thou may 'ft prove a comfort to thy mother! 
I know there's not a Grecian that will dare 
Infult thee, when thy father is no more; 
For I Ihall leave thee to the beft of guardians, 
The faithful Teucer, who far from thee now 
Sent forth by Greece repels th' invading foe. 
Of you, my friends, companions of the war. 
The only boon I afk is, that ye urge 
This laft requeft to Teucer, fay, I begg'd 
That'ftrait to Telamon and Eriboea, 
My aged parents, he wou'd bear my child. 
To be the joy of" their declining years, 
Till death fhall call them to the fhades below: 
Let not my arms by Greece, or by that plague 
Ulyffes, e'er be made the prize of glory 
For rival chiefs: but do thou take, my boy, 

[turning to Eurysaces. 
The fev'nfold, vaft, impenetrable fhield 
Whofe name thou bear'ft ; the reft be bury'd with me. 

Take 

. The reft be bury'd with me. The cuftom of burying the arms of deceafed 
warriors in the fame grave with them is very antient, and is piadifcd amongft the 

Indians' 
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Take hence the child with fpeed ; nor in the tents 
Let there be wailings : Women ever love 
To brood o'er forrows, and indulge their woe. 
Shut to the door. The wound that muft be cut 
No wife phyfician will attempt to heal 
With incantation, elegy, or fbng. 

CHORUS. 
I tremble when I hear thee threat*ning thus 
With fharp and piercing voice. 

TECMESSA. 
Alas ! my lord. 
What wilt thou do? 

A J A X. 
Guefs not; inquire not of me; 
Be filent, and be wife; .it will become thee, 

TECMESSA. 
How am I tortur*d! by the Gods I beg thee, 
By our dear child, do not deftroy us both. 

A J A X. 

Indians at this day. This whole fpeech of Ajax, it is obferved by the com- 
mentator8» carries with it the air and form of his laft will and teftament j he 
gives orders to his wife and family as ^ man immediately about to quit the 
world : this raifes the paHion of pity in the fpe^tators, and prepares them for 
the cataftrophe. 

IncantattOTiy ele^y and Jong. The Greek word tr<ahi is here ufcd by So- 
phocles for a charm or incantation, a method of curing difeafes frequently 
made^fe of by the antients. 
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A J A X. 

Thou doft perplex me ; why revere the Gods ? 
I am not bound to't; for I owe them nothing. 

T E C M E S 8 A. 
Be not fo impious. 

A J A X. 

Talk to thofe will hear thee, 

T EC M E S 8 A. 

Art thou refolv'd then? 

A J A X. 

*Ti8 too much; thy grief 

Grows troublefome. 

T E C M E S 8 A. 

Alas! my lord, I fea r ■ 

A J A X [to the C H o R u s. 

Will ye not take her hence? 

TECMESSA. 

Ol by the Gods 

I beg thee be perfuaded. 

A J A X. 

Thou art mad 

To think thy words will ever change my purpofe, [Exeunt. 

ODE. 

Change my purpofe. Ajax, we mufl here fuppofe, breaks from Tecoiefla and 
retires : {he goes out> and the chorus remains on the ftage to lament their own 
unhappy condition, and exprefs their fears for Ajax. 
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O D E. 

CHORUS. 

S T R O P H C. 

O happieft, beft abode, my native ifle, 
Fair Salamis, encompafs'd by the fca, 

On thee whilft Gods and men indulgent fmile, 
My country, O behold and pity me! 

A long long time on Ida's plain, 
Thus dbom'd inglorious to remain, 

While circling years roll o'er my wretched head : 
New terrors ftill affright me here, 
Still is my heart appall'd with fear. 

Left I fliou*d vilit foon the manfions of the dead. 

ANTISTROPHE. 

The woes of Ajax too imbitter mine, 

The braveft leader of the Grecian hcift, 

Untimely vifited by wrath divitie, 

And in the defp'rate, cruel phrenzy loft. 

There was a time when fent by thee 
He gajin'd the wreath of vi<3:ory, 
Tho' now his weeping friends lament his fall : 



Th' 
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Th' ungrateful chiefs . revere no more 
The virtues they admir'd before ; 
His gallant deeds are now forgotten all. 

S T R O P H E II. 
Weigh*d down with years, when thou in hoary age, 

Unhappy mother, fhalt thefe tidings hear 
Of thy dear Ajax, and his cruel rage, 

How wilt thou weep and wail with grief finccre! 

Not like the plaintive nightingale 
That warbles fweet her tender tale. 
But with loud fkrieks of horrible defpair : 
With iharpeft anguifh fore opprefs'd, 
Then (halt thou beat thy aged br^ft. 
And in deep forrow rend thy wild diflievell'd hair, 

ANTISTROPHE II, 
'Tis better far to die than, hopelefs ftill 

Of cure, to laiiguifh under fore difeafe ; 
When mortals fuffer fuch diflinguifh'd ill 
The filent tomb is liberty and eafe, 

Ajax, the pride of all our hofl, 
His antient fame and glory loft, 
, Sinks down at laft o'erwhelm'd with foul difgracc: 

G How 
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How will his hapkfs father bear 
His Ton's diftrefsful fate to hear, 
£v'n fuch as never fell on ^acus his race t 

End of ACT II. 



♦' ■■ ■ ■ 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. 
AJAX^ TECMESSA^ CHORUS. 

A J A X. 

STILL are the Jecret things of man reveal'd. 
And what is known, again in darknefs hid 
By endlefs and immealiirable time; 
And nothing is there but in length of days 
May come to pais; ev*n facred oaths are broken, 
And the fix*d mind perverfc and obffinate 
Subdu'd by timer ly who like hardened fteel 

Wasi 

ASi 3. Bruinoy, jvt oppofition to all the critics, tranffators and com- 
mentators, and without affigning any rcafon, extends this adt to the end or 
the next chorus, and begins the third with the arrival of the meflenger from 
Teucer ; which makes the divifion of the a&a very unequal, the fecond 
containing, in the original, upwards olf five hundred lines, and the third not 
above one j but, as I obfcrved in the differtation, the cuftom of mincing the 
ajitient tragedy into five adts is merely arbitrary, and without any foundation^ 
91S it waa moft probably one Gcaitiniicd aA extending, iticlf through, the whole- 
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Was late inflexible, am foftcn'd now 

To pity and. remorle by this dear woman ; 

I cannot bear to leave her here a widow 

Amidft her foes, or to forfake my child, 

A helplefs orphan: No; I will retire 

Along the fhore, and feek the running ftream, • 

Avert the wrath of angry heav'n, and wa{h 

My .crimes away ; there haply (hall I find 

Some unj&eqnented fjxjt where I may hide 

This fatal weapon, this dcftrudive fword ; 

O ! I will bury't deep in earth, that none 

May fee it more, but night and Erebus 

Preferve it flill from ev'ry mortal eye ; 

E'er fince that haplefs day, when from the hand 

Of Hedor I receiv'd this dreadful boon, 

Nought have I had from Greece but pain and woe^ 

True is the adage, " from the hands of foes 

Gifts are not gifts, but injuries moft fatal.'* 

Hereafter will I yield me to the Gods 

And the Atridae; fince they are my mailers, 

*Tis meet that I obey them: all that's ftrong 

And mighty muft fubmit to pow'ra fuperior : 

G 2 Doth 

Tins fatal weapon. Ajax, who is fecretly refolvcd to deftroy himfclfjfays 
this to prevent the fufpicions of his wife and friends from his carrying his fword 
out with him : the fpedtators plainly iee his intent by his ioduftry to conceal it. 
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Doth not the fnowy winter to the bloom 

Of fruitful {limmer yield? and night obfcurc, 

When by white deeds Aurora drawn lights up 

The rifing day, fubmiflively retire? 

The roaring fea, long vext by angry winds, 

Is lull'd by milder zephyrs to repofe. 

And oft the fetters of all-conquVing fleep 

Are kindly loos'd to free the captive mind : 

From nature then, who thus inftruds mankind. 

Why fhould not Ajax learn humility ? . 

Long fince I knew to treat my foe like one 

Whom I hereafter as a friend might love 

If he deferved it, and to love my friend 

As if he ftill might one day be my foe : 

For little is the truft we can repofe 

In human friendfhips : but to my intent ; 

Go thou, Tecmeffa, and befeech the Gods 

To grant what I requeft : do you perform 

The fame kind office ; and when Teucer comes, 

Tell him, the care of me and of my friends 

I leave to him : whither I muft, I muft ; 

Obey 

Long^ttce I kneie, &c, Tully in his Laelius, five de Amicitia, dlfclaims diis 
felfifti and worldly maxim as deftrudivc of all fricndfliip. The faying is gene- 
rally attributed to the celebrated Bias, one of the fevcn fages of Greece. 



A J A X. 45- 

Obey my orders: wretched as I am 

Soon fliall ye fee me freed from all my woes. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 
CHORUS. 

STROPHE. 

Now let founds of mirth and joy 
Ev'ry blifsful hour employ: 

Borne on pleafure*s airy wing 
lo Pan! to thee we ling: 
Thee, whom on the rocky (horc 
Wreck-fcap'd mariners adore, 
Skiird the mazy dance to lead, 
Teach, O 1 teach our feet to tread 
The roimd which Cretan Cnoffus knows, 
At Nyfla which fpontaneous rofe; 
Pan, OI guide this tuneful throng. 
While to thee we raife the fong, 
From Cyllene's fiiowy brow. 
King of pleafures, hear us now I 

Soon Jhall ye fee nuy &c. The expreflion, we may obferve, is ambiguous^ 
and the fenfe left doubtful on purpofe to deceive the chorus, who mifunder- 
ftanding him, immediately on his leaving them break out into a fong of joy on 
his recovery. This (befides, as the commentators have remark'd) gives time 
for Ajax to retire before the arrival of the meflenger. 

From 
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From thy mountain O ! appear 1 
Joy and happinds are here : 
And do thou, O! Delian king, 
Now thy aid propitious bring ! 

f 

O! from the Icarian fea 
Come, Apollo, fmile on me. 

ANTISTROPHE. 

All our forrows now are o'er. 
Grief and madnefs are no more : 
See, the happy day appears. 
Mighty Jove 1 that ends our fears ; 
Let us, free from ev'ry care, 
Gladly to our ftiips repair: 
Ajax now in fweet repofe 
'♦ Sinks, forgetful of his woes; 
Humbly to the Gods reixgn*d, 
He devotes his better mind: 
Time, that ^yithers, can reftore 
Human pleafures: now no more 
Muft we fay our vows are vain ; 
Kought unhop*d for fhou*d remain; 
Since beyond our wifhes fee 
Ajax from his madnefs free; 



*Gainft 
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'Gainft th* Atridae all his rage 
See how milder thoughts aflwage, 
Bitter ftrife and quarrels ceafe. 
All is harmony and peace. 

SCENE III. 
MESSENGER, CHORUa 

MESSENGER. 
My firiends, I bear you news of higheft import; 
From Myfia's rocky mountains hither comes 
The noble Teucer; know, ev*n now I faw him 
Amid the Grecian hoft, who,, as he came. 
Surrounded, and on ev*ry fide pour'd forth . 
Reproaches on him; not a man but cry'd 
Behold the brother of that frantic foe 
To Greece and to her counfels : fuch their rage 
That they had well-nigh fton'd himj fwords were drawn. 
And dire had been the conflid, but that fome 
Aniong the aged chiefs by caim advice 
Appeas'd the ftrife ; but where is Ajax gone ? 
That I may tell him : from our mailers nought 
Shou'd be concealed. 

CHORUS. 
^ He i^ not now withm. 
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But juft ftept forth, as if on fbme new ad 
Intent, well-fuited to his better mind. 

MESSENGER. 
Alas! too late did Teucer fend me here. 
Or I am come too flowly. 

CHORUS. 

Why regret 
His abfence thus? 

MESSENGER. 
'Twas Teucer's ftrid command 
He fliou d be kept within the ^ent, nor ftir 
TiU he arrived. 

CHORUS. 

But, to his fenfe reftor*d, 
He went to deprecate the wrath divine 
And expiate his oflfence. 

MESSENGER. 

Thy words are vain. 
If Chalcas prophecy aright. 

CHORUS. 

What then 
Did Chalcas fay? Doft thou know aught of this? 

MESSENGER. 
Thus far I know, for I was witnefs of it: 

Chalcas 
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Chalcas, retiring from th' aflembled chiefs 

Apart from the Atridae, gently prefs'd 

The hand of Teucer, and in tendVcft friendfhip 

Befbught him that by ev'ry human art 

And means to be devis'd, he wou'd prevent 

Ajax his wand*ring forth this fatal day. 

If he did ever wifli to fee him more: 

This day alone, he faid, Minerva's wrath 

Wou'd laft againft him: oft the mighty fall 

In deep affliAion, fmit by angry heav'n, 

When mortal-born to human laws they yield not 

As mortals ought, fubmillively : thus fpake 

The prophet, and long fince was Ajax deem'd 

To have a mind difturb'd : when firft he left 

4 

His riative foil, be conqu'ror, O I my child. 

His father* faid, but conquer under God; 

Impious and proud his anfvver was; the worft , 

Of men, he cry'd, afliftcd by the Gods 

May conquer, I fhall do the work without them 5 

Such were his boaftings : and when Pallas once 

With kind afliftance urg'd Tiim to. the fight, 

Dreadful and horrible was his reply; 

-Go, queen, to other Grecians lend thy aid, 

''Tis ncedlcfs here ; for know, where Ajax 'is 

n The 
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The foe will never come: by words like theie, 
And pride ill-fuited to a mortal's pow'r, 
Did he offend the vengeful deity; 
But if he lives, we may prcferve him ftill, 
The Gods aflifting ; fo the prophet fpake ; 
And Teucer bad me fay, you all fhou'd try 
To keep him here; but if that cannot be, 
And Chalcas judge aright, he is no more. 

CHORUS. [to Tecmessa within.] 
What ho ! Tecmeffa ! moft unhappy woman I 
Come forth and hear the tidings that he brings, 
They wound us deep, and all our joys are gone. 

» 

SCENE IV. 
TECMESSA, MESSENGER, CHORUS. 

T-E C M E S S A. 

Scarce do I breathe from ftill-repeated woes, 

And now again thou cairft me; wherefore? (peak. 

CHORUS. 
This meffenger hath brought ys dreadful news 
Concerning Ajax: hear him. 

TECMESSA. 
O I what is .it ? 
Am I undone ? 

MESSENGER. 
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MESSENGER. 
I know not what thou art; 
But if thy AjaX be gone forth, my fears 
Are great for him. 

TECMESSA. 
Alas ! he is : but, why ? 
How thou afflid'ft me I 

MESSENGER. 
Teucer hath forbad 
His wand'ring thus alone. 

TECMESSA. 
But why forbad him? 
And where is Teucer? 

MESSENGER. 
He will foon be here : 
He fears this fatal day. 

TECMESSA. 
Undone Tecmefla I 
Whence are his fears? Who told him *twou'd be fatal? 

MESSENGER. 
Theftorian Chalcas did foretel, this day 
To life or death wou*d fix the fate of Ajax. 

TECMESSA. [to the C H o R u s.] 
Aflift xne, friends, in this diftrefsful hour, 

H 2 To 
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To Tcucer hafte, and bring him to my aid; 

Some to yon weftern mountain bend your way, 

And fome to th* eaft ; find out which path he went 

Unhappy wand'rer ! O I he has deceived me, 

His former love forgotten all and gon&f 

What muftwe do, my child? I muft not fit 

Inactive here j no, wherefo'er I can 

I'll go to fearch him : let us hafle, my friends, 

Quick, fly this inftant, if we mean to fave 

The wretched Ajax rulhing on deftru<9ion. 

CHORUS. 
Behold us ready, not in word alone. 
But bent with fpeed to follow thee. Away. 



End of A C T in. 



[Exeunt. 



ACT 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

A J A X. 

THERE ftands my fword, and. fix'd as it may bcfl 
Perform its office; 'twas the gift of Hedor, 
My worft of foes, whom I detefted ever ; 
The fteel-devonring ftone hath fharpen*d well 
Its keened edge; bury'd in Trojan earth 
It lyes, and now in kindnefs feems pfepar'd 
To- end my wretched life ; thus far is well : 
And now, O! Jove, for firft to thee 'tis fit 
We pay due honours, I addreis my pray'r; 
I aik not much ; I afk *hee but to fend 
Some paffing ftranger here to bear the news ' 
Of my unhappy fate to Teucer's ear. 
That he may firft behold, and take me hence. 
Left by my foes difcover'd, I be caft 
A prey to dogs and birds ; forbid it, Jove ! 
Thee too, great leader of departed fouls, 
Terreftrial Hermes, thee I call, O! hear mc; 
With eafy fteps, and fwift, condud me fafe 
To my abode, foon as this 'fatal fword 
Shall reach my breaft; and you, ye virgin pow*rs, 

Prom 
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From whom whate*er befals tof human ill 

Cannot be hid, ye goddefles rever'd, 

Swift to purfuc the guilty, O ! behold 

The wretched Ajax by th* Atridae fall I 

O! feize the murth'rers! by my own fad hand 

As I Ihall perifh, let my foes be flain 

By thofe whom moft they love! quick, fly, begone. 

Ye vengeful furies, gorge yourfelves in blood, 

Nor Ipare a man of all the Grecian hoft; 

And thou, O ! fun, who driv*ft thy flaming car 

Along the vaulted fky, when thou flialt fee 

My native foil, O ! flop thy golden reins; 

Tell the fad ftory to my haplefs fire, 

And my afflidted mother; when flie hears 

The mournful tale, her grief will fill the land 

With dreadful lamentations: but 'tis vain 

To weep my fate: the bufineis muft be done, 

O ! death, look on me, death ; I co:ne to thee : 

Soon fliall we meet, but thee, O ! glorious day, ' 

And yon bright charioteer the fun, no more 

Shall I behold, ev'n now thou hear'ft my laft 

My dying words: OI light, O! facred foil 

Of Salamis, my country, and her gods, 

O! noble Athens, O'- my lov'd companions, 



Ye 
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Ye rivers, fountains, and fair fields of Troy, 
And you my honour'd parents, O! farewell! 
*Tis the laft word Ajax fhall fpeak on earth. 
The reft be utter'd to the fliades below. 

[Ajax falls on his fword and dies.] 

SCENE II. 
CHORUS. 

SEMICHORUS I. 

Labour on labour ! toil on toil ! O whither 
Have we not wander'd ? yet no place informs us 
Where Ajax is : but foft, I hear a voice. 

SEMICHORUS II. 
'Twas ours, your friends. 

SEMICHORUS I. 

What news? 
SEMICHORUS II. 

We've fearch'd along 

The weftcrn fhore. 

SEMICHORUS I. 

And is he found ? 

S E M I- 

The Chorus who had been in fearch of Ajax enter at difTerent parts of 
the ftage, having divided themfelves into two parts, the better to difco- 
ver himj they meet as it were by chance, and afk each other concerning 
him. 
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SEMICHORUS 11. 

Alafs! 
We met with nought but toil; no fight of him, 
SEMICHORUS I. 

We firom the eaft return with Uke fuccefs; 
For none have'feen or heard of him that way. 
SEMICHORUS II. 
Who will inform us ? who will fay 
Where cruel Ajax bent his way ? 
Will not the watchful hind, who void of fleep 

Hangs laborious o*er the deep ? 
From high Olympus will no pitying god. 
Will no kind Naiad of the flood, 
If chance they fee the cruel Ajax ftray, 

Tell us where he bent his way ? 
For O J 'tis dreadful weary 'd thus to rove, 

Whilft all our pains fuccefsleis prove, 
To reach thje deftin'd goal, or find the man we love. 

TECMESSA. [from within] 

Alafs I alafs! 

SEMICHORUS I. 
Hark I from the ncighb'ring grove 
I heard a voice. 
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SEMICHORUS n. 

It is the wretched captive, 
Tlie wife of Ajax, the poor fad Tecmefla. 

SCENE III. 

TECMESSA, CHORUS. 

TECMESSA. 
01 I am loft, my friends, undone, deftroy'dl 

CHORUS. 
Ha 1 what hath happened ? 

TECMESSA. 
Ajax lies before me. 
Slain by the fword which he had bury'd here. 

CHORUS. 
Fatal fure was our return. 
Thy untimely death to mourn. 
Me, and all thy faithful train. 
Cruel Ajax, hafl thou flain, 

I Sad 

0! lam lofty &c. Tecmefla, as well as the Chorus, alarm'd by the pro* 

Ehecy of Chalcas as recounted by the meiTenger, had been in fearch of her 
u{band,and on her return ftumbles on his body } the Chorus, we muft fuppofe, 
are at the forepart of the ftage, and TecmelTa at the b^ck, in the place whcr^ 
Ajax had fall'n upon his fwurd. The Chorus here, agreeable to what I 
before obferved was cuftomary in the impaiiion'd parts of the drama, 
fing in (Irophe and aptiArophe : I havQ therefore put it into rhiqie, the better 
tp diftinguiih it. 
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Sad event alas! to me I 
Saddei^ wottran, ftifl to thee. 

T E C M E S S A. . 
O! I have reafon now to weep indeed. 

CHORUS. 
What hand perrorm'd the horrid deed? 

T E C M E S S A. 

His own, 
Doubtlefs it was: the fword he fell upon, 
Here, fix*d in earth, declares it mnft be fo. 

[Approaching towards the body.] 
C H O R VS. 
Alone without one pitying friend, 
Cam'ft thou to this dreadful end? 
Was I not myfelf to blame. 
Who negle<5tful nerrer came? 
Bring him, Tecmeflk, to my eyes. 
Tell me, where thy Ajax lies. 

TECMESSA. 
He is not to be feen: this folded garment 
Shall hide the horrid fight: a fight no friend 
Wou*d wifh to fee; whilfl from his noftrils ftreams 
The black blood, more ftill ifTuing from the wound 
Made by his own deftrudive hand : O I me I 

What 



A J A X. <^9 

What muft I do ? what friend will raife him up ? 

O I where is Teuccr ? he fliou'd have been here 

To pay his laft fad duty to a brother: 

O I wretched Ajax ! but to think, alas ! 

What once thou haft been, and what now dwu art. 

Thy very foei muft fore lament thy fate, 

CHORUS. 
Ajax, long flnce in thy obdurate mind. 

Thy fad purpofe was defign'd; 
Long fince wert thou refblv'd to feek repo^ 

From thy never ceafing woes; 
This from the daily figh, the nightly tear. 

This from thy forrows did I fear; 
This from thy hate which nought con*d e'er affwage; 

And 'gainft th' Atridse all thy rage: 
For never did thy foul contentment know. 

But ftill with fierceft indignation glow, 
Since great Achilles* arms were ^ven to thy foe 

T E C M E S S A. 
O! mei 

CHORUS. 

Alas! I know the wound muft pierce 
Thy inmoft foul. 

la TEG- 



/ 
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TECMESSA. 

Unhappy loft Tecinefiaf 
CHORUS. 
O! I believe thou art indeed unhappy, 
Bereav'd of fucli a friend. 

TECMESSA. 

Thou but bclicv'ft it, 
I am too certain ; for I feel it here. 

CHORUS. 
I know thou doft. 

TECMESSA. 

What fervitude, my child, 
^ Muft we endure ? who will proted us now ? 

CHORUS. 
Doubtlefs thy fears of future pain, 
From the Atridae all are vain, 
For never can they mean fuch ills to thee ; 
Unfeeling they of human woe. 
Nor love nor piety cou*d know; 
May heav*n avert the (ad calamity ! 

TECMESSA. 
The gods ordain'd it, and it muft be Co, 

CHORUS. 
But he hath fufFer*d more than he deferv'd. 



TEC 
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T E C M E S S A. 
Jovc*s dreadful daughter Pallas fo decreed 
His fate, to gratify her lov'd Ulyfles. 

CHORUS. 

Ulyfles, ever pleas'd to fee 

His madneis, now will fmilc at thee, 
Will laugh at Ajax' woes, nor pity thine: 

By him the curs*d Atridae led, 

Perhaj* will triumph o'er the dead. 
And in the cruel mirth with pleafure join. 

T E C M E S S A. 
Let them rejoice, let them infult him now 
With favage joy, but when the dreadful day 
Of battle comes, whom living they deipis*d, 
When dead they fhall lament : fools never know 
The treafure's value, till the treafure*s loft: 
But far more bitter was his death to me 
Than fweet to them: to Ajax 'twas moft welcome; 
Peath was his only wifli, and he obtain'd it: 
Then wherefore fhou'd they triumph? by the hand 
Of heav*h, and not by theirs my Ajax fell. 
Then let Ulyfles fmile: hfc is not theirs. 
He lives not for the Grecians; he is gone. 
And has bequeathe his forrows all to me. 

S .C E N E 
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S C E N E IV. 
TEUCER, TECMESSA, CHORUS. 

T E U C E R- 

Alas ! alas I 

C HO R U S, 
Haikl 'tis the voice of Teucer 
Jn mournful iighs lamenting our fad dtc 

T E U C E R. 
O ! Ajax, is it ib ? my deareft brother, 
Dear as thefe eyes to me, hath fame iaid true, 
And art thou gone? 

CHORUS. 

O I Teucer, he is dead« 
. TEUCER. 



Unhappy fate! 



CHORUS. 

*Ti8 fo indeed. 

T JE U C E R. 



Alas! 



Wretch that I ant. 



C H O R U S. 

O! thou had cauie to weep. 

TEUCER 
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T E U C E R. 



Dreadful calamity t 



Too much to bear.. 



CHORUS. 

it i$ iodeed 



T E U C E R. 

O ! wretched, wretclied Tciiccr !- 
Where is the child? is he at Troy? 

CHORUS. 

And in the tent. 

T E U G E R. 
Will ye not bring, him to- me,. 
Left he fhou*d fall a vldim to the foe? 
Ev'n as the hunters feize the lion's whelp 
Left to its helplefs dam: quick! fly! ailift me^, 
For all are glad to triumph o'er the dead. 

CHORUS. 
To thee, O! Teucer, he bequeath'd the care 
Of his lov'd child, and thou obey'fl him welli 

TEUCER. 
O Ajax! never did thefe eyes behold 
A iight fo .dreadful ; came I then for diis 
With lucklefs fpeed ? 1 melancholy journey ! 

To 
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To feek thee long in vain, and thus at laft 

To find thee dead before me, O! my brother! 

Quick through the Grecian hoft, as if fome god 

Had brought the tidings, fpread the dire report 

Of thy untimely fate; far from thee then 

I heard and wept, but now, alas! I fee 

And am undone; my beft, my deareft Ajax! 

Unveil the body; let me view it well. 

And count my miferies; horrid fpedacle! 

O! rafh advent'rous deed! what weight of woe 

Thy death has laid on me ! alas I to whom 

Or whither (hall I go? O! wherefore, Teucer, 

Wert thou not here to flop a brother's hand? 

What will our poor unhappy father fey, 

The wretched Telamon, will he receive me 

With looks of love and pleafure, when I come 

Without his Ajax ? O ! he never will. 

Ev'n in the beft of times he was not wont 

To finile, or joy in aught. What then will now 

His anger vent? will he not fpeak of me 

As of a faithlefs bafe . unworthy fon. 

The fpurious offspring of a captive mother. 

Who hath betray *d and flain his beft-lov'd Ajax 

To gain his fair poflciHons after death? 



Thua 
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Thus will his wrath, fharpen*d by peevifli age, 
Upbraid me guiltle^; and to flav*ry doom'd 
A wretched exile from his native land 
Shall Teucer wander forth: fuch dreadful ills 
Muft I exped at home: at Troy my foes 
Are numerous, and my friends alas how few! 
ThotPart the caufe of all: for Q! my Ajax, 
What fhall I do? how can I fave thee liow 
From this lad fate ? O I who could have forefeen 
That Hedor, long fince dead, at lafl fhould prove 
The murtherer of Ajax ? By the gods 
I .do befeech you, mark the fate of both : 
The belt, which Ajax did to Hedor give, 
Dragg*d the brave Trojan o'er the bloody field 
Till he cxpir*d; and now behold the fword. 
Which Hedor gave to Ajax, is the caufe 
Of Ajax* death: Erynnis' felf did forge 
The fatal fleel, and Pluto made the belt; 
Dreadful artificer! But this, and all 
That happens to us, is the work of heav*n. 
If there be thofe who doubt it, let them hold 
Their differing judgments, I fhall keep my own, 

CHORUS. 
Teucer, no more; but rather now prepare 
fo bury Ajax,. and defend thy felf 

K Againft 
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Againft thy foe, whom yonder I behold 
This way advancing, with malignant fmile, 
And looks of ill intent. 

T E U C E R. 

Who can it be? 
From th' army, think'ft thou? 

CHORUS. 
*Tis the man whofc cauie 
We came to fight, ey*n Menelaus. 

T E U C E R. 

'Tis {o. 
As he approaches nigh, I know him well. 

SCENE v.* 

MENELAUS, TEUCER, CHORUS. 

MENELAUS. 
Stop there; to thee I fpeak; let go the body, 
I will not have it touch'd. 

TEUCER. 

Why touch it not ? 
MENELAUS. 
Becaufe it is my will, and his who leads 
The Grecian hoft. 

TEUCER. 
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T E U C E R. 

But wherefore is it ib? 
M E N E L A U S. 
Gfreece fondly hoped that fhe had brought a friend. 
And firm ally, but by experience found 
That Trqy herielf was not fb much our foe 
As Ajax was, who nightly wander*d forth 
With deadHeft rage to murther all our hoft. 
And, but (bme god did fruflrate his intent, 
The htc himfelf hath met had been our own ; 
Then had he triumph*d; but the gods ordain'd 
It {houd not be; and *gainft the flocks and herds 
Tum'd all his fiiry: wherefore, know, there lives not 
A man of courage or of pow*r fuflicient 
To bury Ajax : on the yellow fhore 
He fhall be caft ; to be the food of birds 
That wander there: thou may'ft refent it too. 
But t'will be vain; at leaft we will command 
When dead, whom living we cou'd ne'er fubdue. 
Nor afk thy leave: he never wou'd fubmit. 
But now he muft: yield therefore, or we force thee. 
*Tis the Plebeian's duty to obey 
The voice of thofe who bear authority, 
And he who doth not is the word of men; 

K 2 ■ 
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For never can the ftate itfelf fupport 

By wholcfome laws, where there is no fubmiffion : 

An army's beft defence is modeft fear 

And revVence of its leaders, without thefe 

It cannot conquer: it becomes a man 

How great foe'cr his flxengtb, ftiil to remember . 

A little, very little, may deftroy him. 

He who is guarded by humiHty* 

And confcious fhame, alone in iafety lives; 

But where licentious freedom and reproach 

Injurious reign, each as his will direds 

Still ading, know, that city foon muft faU 

From all its blifs, and fink in deepeft woe. 

Remember then, relpeft is due to me. 

Let us not think when pleafure is enjoy 'd 

We muft not fuffer too, and tafte of pain;. 

For thefe to mortals ftill alternate rife. 

There liv*d not one Co proud and arrogant 

As Ajax was : I will be haughty now; 

It is my turn: take heed then, touch him not,. 

Left, while thou ftriv'ft to bury him, thyfelf 

Shou'd drop into the tomb. 

CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 

O ! Menelaus, 
Do not with maxims gravcj and wifdom's rules 
Mix foul reproach and flandcr on the dead. 

T E U C E R. 
It fhou'd not move ow wonder, O! my friends^ 
To fee the vulgar err, of meaner fouls. 
And birth obfcure, when men fo nobly born 
Will talk thus bafely: tell me, Menelaus, 
For 'twas thy firft affertion, didft thou bring 
Our Ajax here to help the Grecian hoft. 
Or came he hither by himfelf alone 
Conducted? whence is thy command o'er him. 
Or thcfe his followers? Vfho gave thee pow'r. 
Who gave thee right ? thou may' ft be Sparta's kin^ 
But art not ours: Ajax was bound by law 
No more to thee than thou wcrt bound to Ajarj 
Thyfelf no general, but to others here 
Subjeded, therefore lord it where thou may'ftj 
Command thy ilaves, go, threaten, and chaftife them;; 
But I will bury Ajax, ^ite of thee. 
And of thy Brother, for I heed thee not: 
He fail'd not here to quarrel for the wife 
Of Menelaus, like a hireling flave,, 
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But to fulfill the ftriaiy-binding oath 

Which he hadTwom; he did not come for thee;' 

For he deipis'd fo poor a caufe; he came 

With all his heralds, and a numerous train, 

And brought his captains too; remember therefcue 

Thy clamours ne*er Qaall turn me from my purpofe, 

Whilft thou art what thou art. 

MENELAUS. 

A tongue like thine 
But ill becomes thy ftate: 'tis moft unfeemly. 

T E U C E R. 
A keen reproach with juftice on its fide 
Is always grating. 

MENELAUS. 

This proud archer here 
Talks loudly. 

TE U. 

Stri£ily'binding oath, &c. Tyndarus, the father of the fair Helen, obliged 
all his daughter's lovers to take an oath, that on which of them foever the 
happy lot (hould faU to marry her, the reft fhould unite in his defence, and, 
in cafe of any attempt to carry. her off, (hould join their forces to i:ecover her. 
The event juftify'd the neccffity of this oath. Teucer therefore tells Mene- 
laus, that it was not any perl'onal regard to him which induced Ajax to join 
the army, but his refolution to fulfil this folemn engagement. ' 

This proud archery &c. The foot fbldiers among the Grecians were divided 
into ti.e -IjAoj and the cxA/tcm. The oTrAirau or armed foldiers, bore heavy ar- 
mour, engaging with bruad ihields, and long fpears : Whereas the ■^i?\m or light 
armed men fought with arrows, and darts, or fometimes flones and flings, an- 
hoyin^ their enemies at a diflance^ like our modern Indians, but unfit for clofe 

fight J 
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T E U C E R. 
• 'Tis no meani illib*ral art. 
MENELAl/S. 
If thou coud'ft bear a fliicld, how infolent 
And haughty woud'ft thou be ! when naked thus 

Thou boaft'ft thy valour. 

T E U C E R. 

Naked as I am 
I fhouM not fly from thee with all thy arms. 

M E N E L A U S. 
Thy tongue but fpeaks thy pride. 

T E U C E R. 

I fliou'd be proud 
When I am juft. 

MENELAUS. 

Doth juftice bid me love 
Him who deftroy'd me? 

T E U C E R. 
Art thou then deftroy*d? 
That*s flrange indeed, living and dead at once. 

M E N E- 

fight: thefe, to which Teucer belonged, were inferior in honour and dignity to 
the heavy-armed foldiers j Menelaus therefore reproaches him as a man of no 
rank, alluding probably to the cuftom among the -^i^^m of ihooting their ar- 
rows, and then retiring behind the fhields of the heavy-armed for protection. 
Homer, whom Sophocles never lofes fight of, defcribes Teucer acting inthia 
manner. See the bdh book of the Iliad. 
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MENELAUS. 
For him I had been fo: the gods prdenr'd me. 

T E U C E R. 
Do not diflionour then the pow*rs divine 

That lav'd thee? 

MENELAUS. 

Do I violate their laws? 
T E U C E R. 

If thou forbid' ft the burial of the dead 
Thou doft offend the gods. 

MENELAUS. 
He was my foe, 
And therefore I forbid it. 

T E U C E R. 
Art thou fure 
That Ajax ever wgs thj foe? 

MENELAUS. :.; 

I am: 
Our hate was mutual, and thou know'ft the cauie. 

T E U C E R. 
Bepaufe thou wert corrupted, thy falfe voice 
Condemn'd him, 

M E N E' 

Thy falfe voices &c. THjc SchoHafls on this place inform us that in the fa- 
mous conieft between Ajax and Ulyfles for the arms of Achilles^ the former 
Ipfl them by the cafting vote of Mcnelaus, 
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M E N E L A U S. 

'Twas die judges' ^ult, not mine* 

T E U C E R. 

Thus may'f): thou fcreen a thoufand injuries. 

M E N E L A U S. 
Some one may iufler for this infblence. 

T E U C E R. 
Not more perhaps than others. 

MENELAUS. 
This alone 
Remember, buryd he (hall never be. 

T E U C E R. 
Do thou remember too, I fay, he fhall. .. l.,^ 

MENELAUS. 
So have I ieen a bold imperious man 
With frpward tongue, before the ftorm began,. 
Urging the tardy mariner to fail. 
But when the tempeft rofe, no more was heard 
The cowards voice, but wrap'd beneath his cloak 
Silent he laid, and fuffer'd ev'ry foot 
To trample on him j thus it is with thee. 
And thy foul tongue : forth from a little doud 
Soon as the ftorm fliall burft, it will o'erwhehn thee, 

And ftpp thy clamours, 

L T E U- 
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T E U C E R. 

I too have beheld 
A man with folly fworn reproach his friends 
Opprefs'd with fore calamity, when ftrait 
One came like me, with indignation fir'd, 
Saw, and addrefs'd him thus, .** ceale, fhamelefs wretch> 
" Nor thus opprefs the dead ; for, if thou doft, 
•< Remember thou fhalt fuffer for thy crime:" 
Thus fpake he to the weak infulting fool; 
Methinks I fee him here; it muft be he, 
Ev'n Menelaus; have I guefs'd aright? 

M E N E L A U S. 
'Tis well; I'U leave thee: 'tis .a folly thus 
To talk with thofe whom we have pow'r to punifh; 

[Exit. 

SCENE VI. 

TEUCER, CHORUS. 

T E U C E R. 

Away, this babbler is not to be borne. 

CHORUS, 

Weak infulting fool, &c. There is fomething in the raillery of this fcene 
which will probably appear very rough, when compared with the refinement 
of mcdern manners: The heroes of Sophocles, like thofe of Homer, are not 
remarkable for their delicacy. " II fautconvenir (fays Brumoy) que les heros 
" Grecs fe traitent un peu a la Grecque, c'eft d-dire, aflez incivilement j mais 
" telle etoit la maniere d'une nation d'aillcurs li polie ; cela n'eft pas pour nous 
" plaire aujourd'hui." 
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CHORUS. 

The conteft will grow warm : O ! Teucer, hafte, 
Prepare fbme hollow fofs for the remains 
Of Ajax, raife him there a monument, 
By after ages ne*er to be forgotten. 

TEUCER. 
And, lo! in happy hour this way advancing 
The wife and fon of our unhappy friend. 
To pay due honours, and adorn his tomb: 

SCENE VII. 
TECMESSA, EURYSACES, 
TEUCER, CHORUS. 
TEUCER. 
Come hither, boy, bend down and touch thy father ; 
There fit, and holding in thy hands this hair 
And hers and thine, the fuppliant's humble treafure. 
Offer thy pious prayers for thy dead father: 
If from yon hoilile camp the foe fhou'd come 
To drive thee hence, far fi-om his native land, 

L 2 Whoe'er 

Holding in thy hands &c. It was cuftomary among the Grecians on the 
death of friends or relations to tear and cut off their hair to throw it 
on the dead body, or Ibmetimes into the funeral pile, with a defign to 
render the ghoft of the deceafed perfon propitious, as well as to flicw 
their grief for the lofs of him : we find Eledra performing this cere- 
mony in honour of Oreftes whom fhe fuppofed dead. 
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Whoe'er he be, unburyM may he lye, 
From his whole race uprooted, torn away, 
Ev'n as this hair which here I cut before thee; 
O ! guard it well, my child, and you my friends. 
Behave like men, affift, proted him now; 
Till I return, and, fpite of all our foes, 
Perform the rites, and raife a tomb to Ajax. 

SCENE VIII. 
TECMESSA, EURYSACES, CHORUS. 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE I. 

When will the happy hour appear, 

That comes to calm our ev'ry fear. 
From endlefs toil to bring us fweet repofe, 

To bid our weary wandrings ceafe, 

To fold us in the arms of peace. 
And put the wifh'd-for period to our woes? 
For fince the day when firft to Troy we came, 
Nought have we known but grief, reproach, and fhame. 

A N T I- 

Scene VIII. Menelaus goes out with an intention, we muft fup- 
pofe, to bring back with him a proper force to fecure the execution of 
his orders which Tcuccr had treated with contempt} Teucer retires to 
find out a proper place ici the interment of Ajax, and leaves Tecmeila and 
Euryfaces weeping over the body: the Chorus fings a pathetic dirge, la- 
menting the miferies of war, and their own unhappy condition. 
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ANTISROPHE I. 

O ! that the man, who erft infpir*d 

With horrid rage, our Grecians fir*d 
To flaught*rous deeds, and taught them firfl to fight, 

E'er he had leam*d the dreadful trade, 

Himfelf had mingled with the dead. 
Or fcatter'd wide in air, or funk in endlefs night t 
For O! from war unnumbered evils flow. 
The inexhaufted fburce of ev'ry human woe. 

STROPHE II. 

By war difturb*d the genial board 

No longer will its fweets aiFord; 

Their fragrant odours round my head 

The verdant wreaths no longer fpread; 

Nor mufic*s charms my foul delight. 

Nor love with rapture crown the night; 
No love alas! for me, but grief and care; 
For when I think of Troy I ftill defpair. 
And wet with many a tear my wild difhevell'd hair. 
ANTISROPHE II. 

Nor nighdy fear nor hoftile dart 

Whilft Ajax liv'd, appall'd my heart, 

But all our pleafures now are o*er, 

The valiant Ajax is no more: 

O! 
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O cou*d I climb the woody fteep 
That hangs incumbent o'er the deep, 
From Sunium*s clifF by waves for ever beat I 
Thence {hou*d my eye the lovely profpeA greet, 
And finile on facred Athens riling at my feet. 



End of A C T IV. 
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S C E N E I. 
TEUCER, AGAMEMNON, CHORUS. 

T E U C E R. 

THIS way I bent my hafty ftcps to meet 
The Grecian chief, who hither comes prepar'd 
To vent his keen reproaches. 

AGAMEMNON. 

I am told 
That thou, ev'n thou, the ion of a vile Have, 
Haft dar'd to utter fouleft calumny 
Againft thy prince, and pafs'd unpunifh'd for it; 
Mean as thy birth is, what had been thy pride 
And high demeanor, had thy mother iprung 
From noble blood ? barbarian as thou art, 
How coud'ft thou praife a wretch who like thyfelf 
Was nothing? we, it feems, for thou haft fworn it, 
Are not the mafters or of Greece or theej 

Ajax 
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Ajax alone, thou iay'ft, was leader here. 

Shall we be thus infiilted by our (laves ? 

Who is this boafter? and what mighty deed 

Hath he perform'd which I cou'd not have done? 

Is there no Hero in the Grecian hoft 

But Ajax? Vain indeed were our refblves 

In the warm contefl for Achilles' arms, 

If Teucer yet Ihall queftion the decree, 

Againft the gen'ral voice; refifting ftill, 

And ftill reproachful, with delufive arts 

Tho* conquer*d, yet oppofing: wholefomfe laws 

Will nought avail, if thofe whom juftice deems 

Superior, to the vanquifh'd muft refign, 

And firft in virtue be the laft in fame; 

It muft not be; not always the huge {ize 

Of weighty limbs enfures the viAory; 

They who excel in wifdom are alone 

Invincible: thou feeft the brawny ox 

How the fmall whip will drive him thro* the field; 

What if the mcd'cine be apply'd to thee 

For thy proud boafting, and licentious tongue! 

Twill be thy portion foon, unlefs thou leam'ft 

More wildom; henceforth, mindful what thou art, 

Bring with thee one of nobler blood to plead 



Thy 
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Thy caufe; for know, the language which thou talk'ft 
Is harb'rous, and I underftand thee not. 

CHORUS. 
I can but wifh that wifdom may attend 
To guide you both. 

T E U C E R. 
Alas! how very loon 
Are all the merits of the dead forgotten ! » . 

O! Ajax, is the memory of thee 
Aheady loft, ev*n by the man for whom 
Thy life fo oft was vcntur'd in the field! 
But now 'tis paft, and buried in oblivion: 
Thou wordy fland'rerl can*ft thou not remember 
When baffled and unequal to the foe 
Clofe pent within the walls our forces lay, 
Can*ft thou not call to mind who came alone 
To your deliverance, when devouring flames 
Tow'r'd o'er our fhips, when Hedor leap'd the fofs 
And rufh*d amongft us, then wha fought for Greece ? 
Who drove him back but Ajax, who^ thou fay 'ft, 
Cou'd never fight? did he not fight for you? 
He met the noble Hedor hand to hand, 
Unbidden dared the fortune of the field; 
He fcom'd the coward's art to fix his lot 

M la 
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In the moifk earthy forth from the crefted helmcC 

It fprang the firfl : fuch weie the deeds, of Ajaoc, 

And I was witnefs of them ; I, the (lave, 

For fo thou cairit me, fprung from a barWian: 

How dares a wretch like thee to talk of birth I 

Who was thy grandfire? can'ft thou not remember 

That old barbarian, Phrygian Pelops, tell me 

Who was thy father, Atreus, was he not? 

That worft of irien, who at a brother** table 

Serv'd up his children, horrible irepaft I 

Thy mother too a Cretan, and a Have; 

A vile adultrefs, whom thy father caught 

And head-long caft into the fea: (halt thou 

Talk then to me of birth, to me, the fon 

Of valiant Telamoq, renown*d in war. 

And wedded to a queen, the royal race 

Of great Laomedon, and faireft gift 

Of fam'd Alcides ? thus of noble blood 

From either parent fprung, {hall I difgrace 

The man whom thou inhuman wou'dft ilill keep 

UnburyM here ? doft thou not blufli to think on't ? 

But, mark me well; if thou doft caft him forth, . 

Not he alone inglorious, on the plain 

Shall lye, together we will perifh all : 



To 
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To dye with gloiy in a brother's caufe 

Is better far than fighting for the wife 

Of Agamemnon, or of Menelaus: 

For thy own ^e, and not fbr tiane, remember 

If thou provoke me, thou'lt be fbrry for it, 

And wifh*d thou*dft rather fear'd than anger'd Teucer. 

S C E N E II. 
ULYSSES, AGAMEMNON, MENELAUS, 
TEUCER, CHORUS. 
C H O k U S. 

Ulyfles, if then* mcan*ft not to inflame. 

But to compofe this dreadful flrife, thoft com'fl 

In happieil hour. 

ULYSSES. 
Far ofF I heard the voice 
Of the Atfida aer this wretched corfe; 
Whence rofe the clamour, friends? 

MENELAUS. 

With bitt'refl words 
This Teucer here, Ufyffes, has revil'd me. 

ULYSSES. 

What words? for if he heard the lame hoax thee, 
I blame him not. 

M 2 A G A- 
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AGAMEMNON. 

He did provoke me to it. 
ULYSSES. 
What inj'ry hath he done thee? 

AGAMEMNON. 
He declares 
The body fhall have fepulture, himfelf 
Perforce will bury Ajax, ipite of me. 
And of my pow'r. 

ULYSSES. 

Shall I be free, and ipeak 
The truth to thee without reproach or blame? 

AGAMEMNON. 
Thou mayft; for well thou know'ft I hold Ulyfles 
Of all the Greeks my bed and deareft friend. 

ULYSSES. 
Then hear me, by the gods I muft intreat thee; 
Do not, remorfelefs and inhuman, caft 
The body forth unbury'd, nor permit 
Authority to trample thus on juftice. . 
E'er fince our contefl for Achilles* arms, 
Hath Ajax been my foe, and yet I fcorn 
To ufe him bafely; ev'n Ulyfles oVns 
Of all the Grecian chiefs who came to Troy 

(Except 
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(Except Achilles) Ajax was the braveft. 

Do not deny him then the honours due 

To worth {o great; for know, it were a crime 

Not againft him alone but 'gainft the gods, 

A violation of the laws divine. 

To hurt the brave and virtuous after death, 

Ev'n tho*' he liv*d thy foe, is in&mous. 

AGAMEMNON. 
Plead*ft thou for Ajax? 

ULYSSES. 

Yes; I was his foe 
Whilft juftice wou*d permit me ; but he's dead ; 
Therefore thou fhoud*ft not triumph, nor rejoice 
With mirth unfeemly o'er a vanquifh'd man. 

AGAMEMNON. 
'Tis not fo eafy for a king to ad 
By honour's ftrideft rules. ~ 

ULYSSES. 

'Tis always (oy 
To hearken to the counfels of a friend, 
When he advifes well. 

AGAMEMNON. 

But know, the good 
And virtuous ftill fubmit to thofe who rule. 

ULYSSES. 
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ULYSSES. 
No more: when thou art vanquifh'd by thy friends, 
Thou art thyfelf the conqu'ror. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Still remember 
For whom thou plead'ft^ Ulyflcs. 

ULYSSES. 

For a foe, 
But for a brave one. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Do ft thou thus revere 
Ev*n after death thy enemy? 

ULYSSES. 

I do: 
Virtue is dearer to me than revenge. 

AGAMEMNON. 
Such men are moft unftable in their ways. 

ULYSSES. 
Our deareft friend may one day be our foe. 

AGAMEMNON. 
Doft thou defire fuch friends ? 

U L Y S- S E S. 

I cannot love 
Or praife th' unfeeling heart<i 

A G A- 
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AGAMEMNON. 

This day fhall Greece? 
Mark us for cowards. 

ULYSSES. 
Greece will call us juft. 
AGAMEMNON. 
Woud'ft thou perfuade me then to grant him burial? 

ULYSSES. 
I wou'd, and for that purpole came I hither. 

AGAMEMNON. 
How ev'ry man confults his own advantage. 
And ads but for himfelf! 

ULYSSES. 

And who is he 
Whom I j(hou*d wifli to ferve before Ulyffes? 

AGAMEMNON. 

f 

'Tis thy own work, remember, and not mine. 

ULYSSES. 

The deed will win thee praife, and ev'ry tongue 

Shall call thee good. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Thou know'ft I'd not refule 

Ulyffes more, much more than this ; but Ajax 

Or bury*d or vnbury*d is the fame. 

And 
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And muft be hateful ftill to Agamemnon; 
But do as it befeems thee beft. 

CHORUS. 

Ulyfles, 
The man who fays thou art not wife and good 
Is fenfelefs and unjuft. . 

ULYSSES. 

I tell thee, Teucer, 
Henceforth I am as much the friend of Ajax 
As once I was his foe: ev'n now I mean 
To join with thee, a fellow-labourer 
In all the pious ofHces of love, 
Nor wou*d omit, what ev'iy man fhou*d pay 
The honours due to fuch exalted virtue I 

TEUCER. 
O! beft of men, thou haft my thanks and praife. 
And well dcferv*it them, for thou haft tranfcended 
My utmoft hopes. I little thought the worft 
Of all his foes among the Grecian hoft 
Wou'd thus alone defend, alone protedl 
The dead from infult, when thefe thund'ring leaden 
United came, to cafl his body forth 
With infamy ; but may the god who rules 
O'er high Olympus, and the vengeful furies, 



Daugh- 
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Daughters of Jove, the guilt-rewatding fifters. 

With all-deciding juftice foon repay 

The haughty tyrants: for thy offer'd aidi 

Son oi Laertes, in the fun'ral rites, 

Perhaps it might offend the honour*d Ihade 

Of our dead friend, it cannot be accepted; * . 

For all befide we thank thee : if thou will'ft 

To fend afTiftance from the Grecian camp, 

'Twill be receiv'd ; the reft fhall be my care. 

Thou haft perform'd the duty of a friend. 

And we acknowledge it. 

ULYSSES. 

I wou'd have lent 
My willing aid, but fince it muft not be, 
I £hall fubmit; farewel. [Exit Ulyfles, 

SCENE in. 
AGAMEMNON, M E N E L A U S, T E U C E R, 
EURYSACES, CHORUS. 
T E U C E R. 
Thus far is right ; 
The time already paft doth chide our floth : 
My friends, be vigilant; let fome prepare 
The hollow fofs, fome o'er the facred Eame 
FUpe ^ ^^^ tripod for the fun'ral bath ; 

N Forth 
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Forth from the camp a choien band muft bear 
His glitt'ring arms, and trophies of the war. 
Do thou, my child, if thou haft ftrength, uplift 

[to Euryfacesi 
Thy father's body ; fee, the veins, yet warm. 
Spout forth with blood i hafte, help, afllft me, all 
Who bear the name of friends, and pay with me 
Your laft fad duties to the noble Ajax^ 
For never was on earth a better man. 

CHORUS. 
Whate*er of good or ill weak mortals know, 
Muft from their beft of guides, experience, flow^ 
Seek then no farther; for to man is giv'n 
The prefent ftate, the future left to heav*h. 

Wbatierofgoodorill&c. The fentiment in the original is, if I am not 
miflaken, exactly agreeable to my ifiterpretatlon, though the Greek carries 
vricfa it fome degree of obfcurity ; it feems defign'd by Sophocles as a kind of 
■moral to the drama j I have therefore taken the liberty more fully to exprefs, 
and explain it in the tranflation. For a complete defence and illuftration of 
this play in all its parts, I refer my readers to Hedelin's critique on Ajax, fub^ 
joined to his pratique du theatre, or, whole art of the ftage. 
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Dramatis Perfonae. 

E L E C T R A, daughter of Agamemnon and Clytamnestra* 
ORESTES, brother of Electra. 
PYLADES, friend of Orestes, ' 
GOVERNOR of Orestes. 
CLYT^MNESTRA, wife to JEgisthus. 
CHRYSOTHEMIS, fitter o^Electra. 
^O I S T H y S, king of Argos and Mycenv. 

CHORUS, 

Compoied of the principal Ladies of Mycen^. 

j5 1 E N E, Mycenje, before the palace of iEoisTpus, 
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E L JE C T R A# 

A C T I. 

SCENE I; 

ORESTES, PYLADES, 

GOV E R N OR of ORESTES, 

GOVERNOR, 

OSon of great Atrides, he who led 
Embattled Greece to Troy*s devoted walls, ' ,. 

At length behold what thy defiring eyes 
So long have fought, behold thy native foil, 
Thy much-lov'd Argos, and the hallow'4 groye 

O Of 

The fcene lies juft before the gates of the palage of iEgifthus j on the 
back part of it is reprefented a view of the two cities of Argos and Myce- 
nae, the temple of Juno, and the grove of lo, vy^hich muft altogether have 
made a noble and magnificent appearance, as the Greeks fpared no cxpencc 
in the decorations of their theatre. The place of adtion, the perfons, with 
the whole view and fubjedl of the piece, are pointed out to .us, in the firft fcene. 
with that accuracy, plainncfj and iimplicity, for wjiich Sophocles is fo emir 
ncntly diftinguifti'd. 

The ballovid jgrove of h. lo, the daughter of Inachus, who was 
transformed into a heifer by Jupiter to conceal her from the rage of 
Juno, who difcover'd and placed her under the guardianftiip of Argus; 
She afterwards fcnt a gad-fly to fting her into madnefs, The floryis told 
jin rfie firft book of Ovid's Metamorpl>. 
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Of lo, frantic maid: on this fide lies 
The iJycian fohim, on the left <the falie 
Of Juno for rcnown'd: behold! we come 
To rich Mycens, and the ilaught*<)'ou$ houfe 
Of Pelops' haplefs race, from whofe fad walb 
Long iince I bore thee, at thy fifters hand 
Gladly receiv'd, ahd with paternal <;arc 
To this blcft day have -fofteT'd up thy youth. 
Till riper years Ihou'd ^ve thee to return, 
And pay with dire revenge thy father's murther. 
Now, my Oreftes, and thou dear companion 
Of all our foft^rings, much-lov'd Pyladcs, 
Let dcepeft counfel fway our juft rcfolvesj 
For lo ! reiplenddit 'Phtebus with his light 
Calls up the thearful birds to early fong. 



And 



7he Lycian foriM. A place facred to Apollo A</3<jo« or XuTuicrorot 
the wolf-flayer, fo call'd from his killing wolves when under the difguife 
of a fhepherd to Admetus. 

The /ahe of Jum^ Between Argos and Mycen«, which are often 
miftaken by the tragic poets for the fame city, was placed the magni- 
ficent temple of Juno. Before the time of Agamemnon they hs^d each a 
diflind fovercign : he firft. united and ruled over them both. 

7be Jlaugbfrous houfe cf Tekps. A family which furnifli'd ample 
matter fo; the tragic poets. The ftories, here alluded to, of Tantalus, Pe- 
lops, Thyeftes, Agamemnon, &C. arc too well known to need any U- 
luHration. 
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And gloomy night hath, loft her ftariy train: 
Come then, my friends, and e'er th' awaken'd city 
Pours forth her bufy throngs, this inftant here 
Let us confiilt; beHeve me, 'tis no time 
For dull dcisy; tig the decifive hour. 
And this the very crifis of our fate. 

ORESTES. 
What proofs thou giv'ft me of the nohleft mature 
And true benevolence, thou good old man ! 
Of fervants fure the faithfuleft and beil 
That ever bore the name: the gen'rous fteed, 
Tho' worn with years, thus keeps his wonted courfigje 
And warns his mafter of approaching danger 5 
Like him thou ftirr'ft me up to noble deeds, 
And foUow'fl me undaunted: but attend 
To what I have refolv'd, and if I err. 
Let thy fuperior judgment fet me right. 

When to the delphic oracle I flew. 
Eager to know how on my father's foes 
I beft might fatiate my revenge, the god 
Enjoin'd me not by force or open arms 
To ru{h- upon them, but with guileful arts 
And filent well conduded fraud betray them. 
Such was his will ; thou therefore, foon ^s time 

O 2 Shall 
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Shall lend thee opportunity, unknown 

And unfufpeded (as thy abfcnce hence 

For fo long fpace and hoary age fliall make thee) 

Muft fteal upon them, learn their fecret counfels, 

As foon thou may 'ft, and quick inform us of them ; 

Say thou'rt of Phocis, from Phanoteus fent 

By one who is their friend and firm ally; 

Say, and confirm it with a fplemn oath 

Oreftes is no more, by a rude fhock 

Thrown from his chariot at the Pythian games j • 

Be this thy talej mean time (for thus the god 

His will divine exprefs''d) my father's tomb 

With due libations and devoted hair 

Ourfelves will crown'; and thence returning bridge 

From the dark covert where thou know'fl 'twas hid. 

The brazen urn ; there, we fliall tell the tyrant,, 

Thrice^ 

From Phanoteus fent, CSc. Phanoteus was a fmall midland town of 
Phocis, a city of Greece, famous for the Oracle of D^lphos : according to 
Strabo it was formerly call'd Panope. 

i» 

At the Pythian games, &c. The games here mention'd, and which are 
defcribed in the fecond aft, were not inftituted till five hundred years af- 
ter the' death of Oreftes j Sophocles therefore is found guilty by the critics 
of a flagrant anachronifm in this place. Mr. Brumoy however endeavours- 
to defend him by obferving that though the lateft Mn of their firft celebra- 
tion is dated at the 48th Olympiad, Apollo might neverthelefs, immediately 
after the deftruftion of the Pytho-, have himfelf inftituted j fomething like the 
grand folemnity; which was many years afterwards heightened and improved by 
the public exhibition of thefe games under the influence ,of the civil power. 
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Thrice welcome news I Oreftes* afhes lie. 

What fhou d deter me from the pious fraud ? 

Since my feign'd death but gains me real fame. 

And I fhall wake to better life: the deed, 

Which brings fuccefs and honour, muft be good. 

Oft times the wifeft and the beft of men 

From death like this have rofe with added greatnefs ; 

Ev*n fo thy friend to his deludqd foes 

Shall foon return imlook'd for, and before them 

Shine like a ftar with more dHlinguifh'd luflre. 

O ! my lov'd country, and its guardian gods. 

Receive Oreftes, and with happy omen 

Propitious fmile, and thou, paternal feat, 

For lo! by heav'ns command I come to purge thee 

Of vile ufurpers, and avenge thy wrongs ; 

Drive me not from thee an abandoned exile 

With infamy, but grant me to poffefs 

My father's throne, and fix his injurd race. 

Thus far 'tis well : my faithful minifter> 

Thoxi 

The pious fraud &c^ The Greeks, who were remarkably fupcrftitious^ 
cntcrtain'd a notion that to feign themfelves dead had fometbing in it 
both wicked and dangerous ; they were apprehenfive that death would not 
be thus mock'd, but would revenge the fraud by coming, upon them ith 
reality, Oreftes endeavours to fhake off thefe fears, and to vindicate him- 
felf by the example of others who had done the fame, and pafs'd unpib- 
nifh'd. 
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Thou to thy office, we to ours with fpeed } 

So time and opportunitjr reqirife, 

On whom the facte of mortals miufl depend. 

E L E C T R A. [from witlBfi.} 

O miferyl 

GOVERNOR. 
Methought a mournful voice 
Spake from within. 

ORESTES. 
Perhaps the poor Eledra^ 
Shall we not flay and hearkm to it ? 

GOVERNOR. 

No: 
Firfl be Apollo's great behefts obey'd 
Before thy father's tomb; that pious deed 
Performed fhall fire our fouls with nobler warmth 
And crown our bold attempt with fair fuccefs. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE 

Fir/l be Apollo s^ &c. The meeting of EleAra and Oreftes m this place 
Would apparently have fpoil'd the whole occonomy of the drama; it i$ 
therefore artfully defer 'd by the poet, at the fame time that the reafoa 
alledged by the old. man gives us the moft favourable idea of the piety 
of the antients^ A brother has an opportunity of feeing and conveding 
with a fifter whom he loved, and from whom he had been feparate4 
twenty years, but he forgoes it, in order previouily to perform a religious 
(^u:y. Chriiiians may read and profit by the example. 
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S iC E N E II. 

E jL E C T R A. 

O! facred light, and O! tbou .ambient air I 

Oft have ye heard Eleftra's isnid .Iftments, 

■Her fighs, and groans, and witne&'d to h^ woci, 

Which ever as each hateful m^rn appear'd 

I pour'd before yoy.; what at eve rctir'd 

I felt of anguifh my -iad conch alone 

Can tell, which water'd nightly with my teaui 

Receiv'd me forrowing.5 dwt -bcft tan tell 

What pangs I fuflfer*d for .« bj^lefs father, 

Whoni not the god of war with ruthlefs hand 

Struck nobly fighting in a diftant foil, 

But my fell mother, and the curs'd ^giflhus, 

The part'ner of her bed, remorfekfs flew j 

Untimely didfl thou fall, lamented fhadc. 

And none but poor Eh&ra. mouros thy fate; 

Nor fhall fhe ceafe to mourn thee, while thefe eyes 

View the fair heavens, or behold the funj 

Never, Ol never I like the nightingale 

Whofe 

Like the nightingale, &c. Philomela the daughter of Pandion, and fif- 
tcr of Procne the wife of Tereus. The poet, both in this and the follow- 
ing fcenc, takes the nightingale for Procne, as it was Procne and not Phi- 
lomela who fervcd up her fon Itys to Tereus in revenge for the injury 
done to her fifter. Efchylus, Euripides, and. Ariftophancs alfo fuppofc 
Procne to have been changed into a nightingale. 
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Whofe plaintive fbng bewails her raviOi'd brood; 
Here will I ftill lament my father's wrongs, 
And teach' the echo to repeat my moan. 
Ol ye infernal deities, and thou 
Terreftrial Hermes, and thou, Nemefis, 
Replete with curfes, and ye vengeful fiiries, 
Offspring of Gods, the minifters of wrath 
To vile adult rers, who with pity view 
The flaughter'd innocent, behold this deed! 
O! Come, affift, revenge my father's murther; 
Quickly, O! quickly bring me my Oreftes; 
For lo I fink beneath oppreflive woe. 
And can no longer bear the weight alone, 

SCENE III. 

CHORUS, ELECTRA. 

CHORUS, 

O! wretched daughter of an impious mother! 
Wilt thou for ever mourn, for ever thus 
With unavailing tears, aiid endlefs forrow 
Lament the royal Agamemnon's fate, 
Py a vile woman's wicked arts betray 'd? 
Perilh the hand (forgive the pious curfe, 
15fe heav'nly ppw'r?!) that gave the deadly blow| 



E L E C^ 
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E L E C T R A. 

My noble friends, and partners in afHidion, 
Who thus, to footh my forrows, kindly try 
Each art which love and friendihip can infpire; 
Ye come to comfort me, I know ye do, 
I know my tears are fruitlefs all and vain; 
But O! permit me to indulge my griefs, 

For I muft weep. 

CHORUS. 
Thy tears can ne'er recall him 
From the dark manlions of the common grave. 
No, nor thy pray'rs ; they can but make thee wretched. 
And fink thee deeper in calamity; 
Why art thou then fo fond of mifery? 

E L E C T R A. 
Devoid of fenfe and feeling is the heart 
That can forget an injur'd parent's wrongs. 
I love the airy meflenger of Jove, 
The mournful bird that weeps. her Itys' fate, 
And ev'ry night repeats the tender tale; 
Thee too I rev'rence as a goddels, thee, 

P Unhappy 

Mejfenger of Jove. Procnc, called the meflenger of Jovc, from her uflier- 
ing in the Iprbg. See the note on Philomela, 
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Unhappy Niobel for ftill thou weepTt, 
And from the marble tears eternal flow. 

CHORUS. 
But O! refled, that not to thee alone 
Misfortune comes, that comes to all: behold 
Iphianafla, and Chryfothemis, 
And him who hides his grief, illuftrious youtbj. 
Thy lov'd Qreftes, thefe have fufFer*d too* 

E L E C T R A. 
Oreftesl yes^ Mycen» fliall receive 
In happy hour her great avenger; Jove 
With fmiles aufpicious fhall condud him to me;: 
For him alone I wait, for him, a wretch 
Defpis*d, of children and of nuptial rites 
Hopelefs I wander; he remembers not 
What I have done for him, what fuiFer'd, flilt 



wm 



Unhappy Niobe^ Niobe, the daughter of Tantalus,, and qu)een of Thebes ^ 
feign'd by the poets to be turn'd into ftone, after the death of her chil- 
dren. See Ovid's Met. Book VI., 

Iphianajfa and Cbryjothemis. Homer (Ik Book IX.) mentions three daughr* 
ters of Agamemnon, Chryfothemis, Laodice, and Iphianafla. Euripides takes- 
no notice of any but Iphigenia, (who was facrificed) and Eledlra. Pullibly;? 
the Laodice of Homer is the Eledra of Sophocles. The poets took the: 
liberty of changing circumftances of this nature,, not cflcntiaL to the fubj[e<9:^ 
a& they thought proper^ 
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With airy promifes he mocks my hopes. 
And yet he comes not to me. 

CHORUS. 

But he will. 

Defpair not, daughter; Jove is yet in heav'n, 
The god who fees, and knows, and governs all: 
Patient to him fubmit, nor let thy rage 
Too far tranfport thee, nor oblivion drown 
The juft remembrance of thy matchlefs woes; 
Time is a kind indulgent deity, 
And he Ihall give thee fuccour, he fliall fend 
The god of Acheron, from Chryfa's fhores 
To bring Oreftes, and avenge thy wrongs. 

E L E C T R A. 
O ! but the while how much of life is gone ! 
And I a hopelefs wretched co-phan ftill, 
Without a friend to guard, or to proteA me ; 
Dilgrac'd, diflionour'd, like a ftranger clad 
In bafe attire, and fed with homelieft fare. 

CHORUS. 

Sad news indeed the haplefs meflengcr 

To Argos brou^t, that fpoke the wi{h'd return 

P 2 Of 

From Cbryfas Jhores. Chryfa, or Chryfla was a town of Phocis by the ri- 
ver fide, of which Strophius, the father of Pylades, was kingj this is the place 
where Oreftes was privately educated, and accounts for the lb much celebrated 
£ricndlhip of the two princes. 
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Of thy lov'd father to his native foil j 
Fatal the night when Agamemnon fell 
Or by a mortal or immortal hand; 
The work of fraud and luft, a horrid deed I 
Whoe'er perform*d it. 

E L E G T R A. 

O! detefted feaft! 
O! day, the bitt^reft fure that ever rofel 
With him I perifh'd then; but may the gods 
Repay the murth'rers; never may they hear 
The voice of joy, or tafte of comfort more. 

CHORUS. 
Ceafe thy complaints, already haft thou fufFer'd 
For thy loud, difcontents, and threatened vengeance. 
*Tis folly to contend with pow'r fuperior. 

E L E C T R A. 

The work of fraud and btji. ^gifthus and Clytaeriineftra arc faid to have 
watch'd Agamemnon as he came out of the bath, when they threw over hfs 
head a (hirt without any^ opening at the neck, entangled in this they murther'd 
Iiim} thus was the fcheme laid by fraud and treachery and executed by lufl. 

Whoe'er perform" d it. The Chorus feems fearful of attributing that crime 
to Glytaemneftra and ^gifthus> which they knew them guilty of, and 
to doubt whether they were at liberty to imprecate the divine vengeance on ■ 
theni for it. Dacier attributes this to the author's own idea of government, as. 
requiring the implicit fubmiflion of fubjeds to their king, whether he was 
their lawful fovereign or an ufurper. Perhaps a better reafon for this diffidence, 
may be affign'd from the natural modefty of the fex, and the impiety of cutfing, 
thflifi who. had at leafl done uo injury to them. 
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E L E C T R A. 

Folly indeed, and madnefs ! but my griefs 

Will force their way, and whilft Eledra breathes 

She muft lament; for who will bring me comfort. 

Or footh my forrows? let me, let me go. 

And weep for ever; 

CHORUS. 

*Tis my love intreats; 

Truft me, I feel a modier's fondnefs for thee> 

And fain wou*d iave thee from redoubled woes* 

E L E C T R A. 

And wou*ft thou have me then negle<^ the dead? 

Forget my father? can there be luch guUt? 

When I do fo may infemy purfue me! 

Arid if I wed, may all the joys of love 

Be far remov'd! if vengeance doth not fall 

On crimes like thcfe, for ever farewell juftice. 

Shame, honour, truth and piety, farewell I 

CHORUS^ 

/ feel a mothers fondnefs^ &c. The Chorus is compofed of the principal- 
ladies of Mycenae ; the air of authority with which they addrcfs Eledra, their 
calling her daughter, with other circumftances, make it moft probable that,, 
as Dacier has remark'd, they were ftot virgins,, but matrons of rank amfc 
quality in the city. 
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CHORUS. 

Pardon me, daughter; if my warmth offend, 
Glad I fubmit; we'll follow, and obey thee 

E L E C T R A. 
I am myfelf to blame, and blufli to think 
How much unfit I feem to bear the weight 
ImposM upon me ; but indeed 'tis great : 
Forgive me, friends, a woman born as I am, 
Muft flie not grieve to fee each added minute 
Fraught with new mif 'ries ? thus to be a flave 
Ev*n in my father's houie, and from thofe hands 
Which fhed hi^ blood to aik the means of life ! 
Think what my foul muft fuffer to behold 
The curs*d ^gifthus feated on the throne 
Of Agamemnon, in the very robes 
Which once were his; to fee the tyrant pour 
Libations forth ev'n on the fatal fpot. 
Where the fad deed was done ; but worft of all 
To fee the murtherer ufurp his bed, 
Embrace my mother, (by that honour'd name 
If I may call a guilty wretch like her) 
Who pleas'd returns his love, and of her crimes 
ynconfcious fmiles, nor fears th' avenging furies, 
3Bu^ ever is the bloody day returns 



Which 
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Which gave the royal vidim to her wiles. 

Annual the dance and choral fong proclaim 

A folemn feaft,' nor impious facrifice 

Forgets flie then to her proteAing gods. 

Shock'd at the cruel banquet I retire, 

And in fome corner hide my griefs, deny'd 

Ev'n the fad comfort to indulge my forrowsj 

For Clytaemneftra in opprobrious terms 

Reviles me oft, ** To thee alone, flie cries, 

•* Is Agamemnon loft, detefted maid I' 

** Think'ft thou Eledra only weeps his fate? 

'* Perdition on thee! may th' infernal gods 

•* Refufe thee fuccour, and protra£l thy pains 1 " 

Thus rails £he bitter, and if chance fhe hear 

Oreftes is approaching, ftung with rage 

Wild fhe exclaims, **^ Thou art tk' acciirfed caufej, 

'^ This is thy deed, who ftole Oreftes from me, 

** And hid him from my rage ; but be aflur'd 

" E'er long my vengeance fhall o'ertake thee for iti' 

TKefd- 

Prcclaim a folemn feajl. Nothing co\r*d add more to the horror of the 
crime than fuch a circumftance. Clytsemneftr^,. not content with murthering 
her husband, inftitutes a folemn feaft in commemoration of the happy event,, 
and calls it, with cruel raillery, the fupper of Agamemnon. Dinias, in his hif- 
tory of Argos, informs us it was on the 13th of the month. Gamelion, whickt 
anfwcrs to the beginning of our January^ 
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Thefe threats her noble lord ftill urges on; 
That vile adultVer, that abandoned coward, 
Whofe fearful foul call'd in a woman's aid 
To execute his bloody purpofes. 
Mean-time Eledra fighs for her Oreftes, 
Her wifh'd avenger; his unkind delay 
Deflxoys my hopes ; alas I my gentle friends, 
Who can bear this, and keep an equal mind ? 
To fuiFer ills like mine, and not to err 
From wild diftraftion, wou'd be ftrange indeed. 

CHORUS. 
But lay, EleAra, is the tyrant near? 
Or may we Ipeak our thoughts unblam'd? 

E L E C T R A. 

Thou mayft j 
I had not elle beyond the palace dared 
To wander hither. 

C HO R U S. 
I wou'd fain have aflc'd thee 
E L E C T R A. 
Aflc what thou wilt, -^gifthu* is far off. 

CHORUS. 
Touching thy brother then, inform me quick 
If aught thou know'ft that merits firm belief. 

E L E C T R A. 
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He promises, but comes not. 

CHORUS. 

Things of moment 
Require deliberation and dela^. 

E L E C T R A. 
O I but did I delay to fave Oreftes ? 

CHORUS. 
He boafts a noble nature, and will ne*er 
Forget his friends: be confident. 

E L E C T R A. 

I am, 
Were I not fo I had not liv'd till now, 

CHORUS. 

But ibft; behold the fair Chryfbthemis 
Advance this way, and in her hand (he bears 
&pulchral offerings to the fhades below, 



SCENE 



Sepulchral offerings. The libations, or fepulchral ofFerings here mentioned, 
were generally honey, wine, milk, water, and barley- flour; thefe were de- 
fign'd to render the ghoft kind and propitious, and were therefore call'd 
^oou fii'vPTv^ioi or S'gAxTJif 101 ; thefe were pour*d upon the ground or gravc-fl:onC| 
and together with a certain form of words offered to the deceafedf 
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S C E N E' IV. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS, ELEC T R A, CHORUS. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS, 

Still, my Ele<ara, pouring forth thy griefs? 
Art thou not yet by fad experience taught 
How little they avail? I too niiufl feel 
And cou*d refent, as, were thy Mer's pow'r 
But equal to her will, our foes fhou'd know. 
Mean time with lowered fails to bear the florm 
Befits us beft, nor, helplefs as we are. 
With idle hopes to meditate revenge; 
Yield then with me, and tho' impartial juftice 
Plead on thy fide, remember, if wc prize 
.Or life or liberty, we muft obey. 

E L E C T R A. 
It ill becomes great Agamemnon's daughter 
Thus to forget her noble father's worth. 
And take a bale unworthy mother's part ; 
For well I fee from whom thy counfels flow ; 
Nought firom thyfelf thou fay 'ft but all from her : 
Either thy reafon's loft or if thou haft it, 
Thou haft forgot thy friends who fhou'd be dear 
And precious to thee: of thy boafted hate 
Againft our foes, and what thou vaunt'ft to do. 

If 
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If tkou had*ft powV, I reck not ; whilft with me 
Thou wilt not join in great revenge, but flill 
Diffuad*ft me fix)m it; is't not cowardly 
To leave me thus ? tell, I beg thee, tell me 
What mighty gain awaits my tame fubmiffion, 
Shou'd I fupprefs my griefs : I can but live. 
That I do now, a wretched life indeed! 
But 'tis enough for me, and I am happy 
Whilft I can torture them, and to the dead 
Pay grateful honours ; (if to them fuch care 
Aught grateful can beftow) thy hate, I fear me 
Is but in word: thou doft befriend the murthVers; 
For, me, not all the wealth they cou'd beftow. 
Not all the gifts which they have pour*d on thee, 
Shou'd bind me to 'em: take thy coftly banquets, 
And let thy days with eafe and pleafure flow; 
Give me but food, and I am iatisfy'd. 
I wifh not for thy honours, nor woud'ft thoii. 
If thou wer't wife, receive 'em at their hands. 
Thou might'ft he daughter to the beft of fathers. 
And art thy mother's only; take that name, 
And henceforth all fhall mark thee as a wretch 
Who hath betray 'd her father and her friends. 

(^ 2 CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 

I do intreat you, let not anger come 

Between you thus; you both have reafon'd well, ;; 

And much of mutual benefit may flow, 

If each to other lend a patient ear. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
Cuftom, my noble friends, hath made reproach 
Familiar to me, and fo well I know 
Her haughty mind, I had been fllent ftill 
But that I faw the danger imminent. 
And came to warn her of the fatal ftroke, 
Which foon muft end her, and her griefs together, 

E L E C T R A. 
Tell me this mighty danger, if aught more 
It threaten than £le<5tra long hath borne, ^ 

I yield me to thy counfels. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 

Hear me then: 
Know, thou art doom'd, unlefs thou doft refrain 
Thy clamorous griefs, far from the light of day. 
And this thy native foil, within a cell 
Difinal and dark to fpend the poor remains 

Of thy fad life, and there lament thy fater 

E L E CU 
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E L E C T R A. 

Is it decreed? muft it in truth be fo? 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
Soon as iBgidhus fKall return, it muft. 

E L E C T R A. 
Quick let him come; I long to fee him here, 
CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
Alas! what dreadful imprecations thefe! 

E L E C T R A. 
Wou*d he were prefent, if for this he comes ! 
CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
What ! to deftroy thee ! is thy mind difturb*d ? 

E L E C T R A. 
That I might fly for ever from thy fight. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 

Wilt thou not thin^*** how to preferve thy life? 

E X E C T R A. 

Mine is a blefled life indeed to think of. * 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 

It might be bleft, if thou woud'ft have it fo. 

E L E C T R A. 

Teach mc not bafely to betray my friends. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 

I do not; all I afk thee is to yield 

To pow rs fuperior. E L E 0* 
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E L E C T R A. 

Fawn on them thyfelf ; 
7hou doft not know Eledra. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 

Sure it better 
Deferves the name of wiiHom to avoid 
Than haften thjr deftni<Etion, 

E L E C T R A. 

No, to dye 
Were pleafure, cou*d I but avenge my father, 
CHRYSOTHEMIS, 
Our father, doubt it not, will pardon thce« 

E L E C T R A. 
'Tis m?an to think fo. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS, 
Wilt thou not confent? 
E L E C T R A, 
Never O | never hk my foul fo weak. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS, 
Then to my errand; fare thee well. 

E X- E C T R A. 

To whom, 
Chryfotheniis, and whither ,dQft thou h^aj- 
Tljofe f^cred off 'rings? 



CfiRV- 
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To our father's tomb 
From Clytaemneftra. 

E L E C T R A. 
To the man flie hated? 

The man, my fifter 

C H R Y S O T H E M I S. 
Whom fhe kill'd, I know 
Thou wou'dft have iaid. 

E L E C T R A* 
Why, what fhou'd move her to it? 
CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
If I miftake not, horrors late imprefs'd 
From a fad vifion. 

E L E C T R A. 
O I my country's gods. 
Succour me now! 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
What hopes doft thou conceive 

From this? 

E L E C T R A. 

The dream: and I will tell thee all. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 

I know but little of it. 



ELEC- 
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E L E C T R A. 

Tell me that: 
Oft* times to words, how few foe'cr they be, 
Is giv*n the pow'r to fave or to deftroy. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS, 
Once more to light return d (fo fame reports) 
Before her our lov'd fether did appear, 
The royal fceptre wielded in his hand 
Which now ^gifthus. bears, whence fecm'd to fpring 
A green and leafy branch, wbofe wide extent 
0*er all Mycenae Ipread its verdant ihade. 
This did I learn, and this alone, from one 
Who liften*d long attentive while (he told 
Her vifion to the fun ; hence all her fears, 

And hence my dcftin'd journey, 

E L E C^ 

Once more to light, &c. In the Coephori of iEfchylus, Clytsmneftra dreams 
that (he was brought to bed of a dragon to whom fhe gives fuck, and who 
draws out all Her blood> Sophocles, who borrow'd this incident from his 
predecefibr, has alter 'd and improved it ; the circumftances here related are more 
interefting, and the interpretation more obvious ; befides that, it is render'd in- 
(Irumental to the plan of the drama, by fending Chryfothemis to her father's 
tomb, where (he finds the olFerings of Qr^ftes, whiph prepares thp difcovery 
of his unexpected arrival. 

Told her mficn to the Sun. It was cuflomary among the antlents, when 
they had been tcrrify'd by bad dreams, to open their windows in the morn- 
ing, and relate their dreams to the fun, who, they imagin'd, as he had 
power to difpel the darknefs, could alfo turn afide all the evils which the 
preceding night had threat'ned them with ; Apollo was therefore ftilc^ 
«xoTf>o7rao$ o^ th? Vi^ti^t of cvil, an4 had images erected to him und^p 
ijjat titfc. 
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E L E C T R A. 

By the gods 
Let me conjure thee, hear me; if thou doft not, - 
Too' kte (halt thou repent, when for thy guilt 
Evil overtake diee j O I Chryfothemis ! 
Never, I beg thee, to our father's tomb 
Bear thou thofe ofFVings ; *twere a horrid deed. 
From fuch a woman; give *em to the winds. 
Let them be hid, deep bury*d in the lands, 
And not the (malleft grain efcape to reach 
That hallow'd place; let 'em remain for her. 
Safe in the earth till fhe fhall meet 'em there. 
None but this fliamelefs, this abandon'd woman ' ^v 

Wou'd e'er with impious off*rings thus adorn 
The tomb of him fhe murther'd ; by the dead 
Think*ft thou fuch gifts can be with joy receiv'd ? 
Gifts from that hand, which from his mangled corie 
Sever*d his lifeleis limbs, and on the bea^ 

R Of 



Severed bis lifilefs limbs. The word «/tAa;^;(»Ai3-)j in the original, and which 
is made ufe of by ^fchylus alfo, is fuppofed by the commentators to allude 
to a fuperftitious cuftom of achrotireiing, or cutting off the external parts of 
the perfon flain, and fixing them under their arm-pits ; a kind of charm, which 
the murtherer imagined would prevent him from fending the furies to revenge 
his murther* 
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Of the poor vidim wip'd her biodily f^^r4': 

Madnefs to thihk that oft"rings and ablutions 

Cou'd purge fiVch crimes, ot Wafli her ftaitts away ; 

Never, O ! never : but of this ho iiiore. 

Inftant, my filler, thy devoted hair 

With thefe diflievell'd Ibcks, and this thf ^one, 

Plain as it is and unadorn*d, fhalt thou 

Bear to our father ; wretched off 'rings thefe ! 

But O! *tis all Eleftra noW cah ^Sre. 

Bear them, and fuppliant on thy knees imi^ore tuih 

To fmile propitious, and afliil his children; 

Pray for Oreftes too, that foon ^Vith pow'r 

He may return, and trample on our foes; 

So fhall a fairer tribute one day grace 

His honoured tomb than now we can beftbw. 

Truft me, my fifter, we are ftill his care, 

I know, we are; from hirti the vifion came. 

The horrid dream that Ihook her guilty foul: 

Now then, I beg thee, be a friend to me; 

Be to thyfelf a friend ; a friend to him. 

Of all mankind the deareft, our dead father. 

CHORUS. 

Wifd her bloody fword. The murtherer wiped the inftrument of the mur- 
thcr in the hair of the deceafcd, and then wafh'd it, pcrfuadcd that this ^ 
would wipe away the guilt aiib^ 1 
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CHORUS. 
Well doth ^ pious virgin {peak, and thoi^ 
Muft yield to her requefts. 

CHRYSb THEMIS. 

And fo I will. 
Where reafbn didates, ftrife ihouM never come; 
But quick, difpatch, fulfill her jufV commands, 
Yet, Ol my friends, remember, our attempt 
Is full of danger, and let nou^t efcape 
That may betray rae to my cruel mother; 
For, if it reach her ear, this daring ad, 
I fear me mudi, fliall one day coft us dear. 

[Exit Chryfothcmis* 

SCENE V. 

CHORUS, ELECT]EIA. 

CHORUS. 

STROPHE. 

Or my prophetic mind is no\y no piore. 

Attentive as of ol.4 to wifHom*s lorp, 

R 2 Or 

Scene V. This is thefirft fong or interm.ede of the Chorus, who, after hear- 
ing the dream related by Chryfothcmis, draw from it fair omens of Eledra's 
fuccefs, and vengeance on the murtherers of Agamemnon : it is remarkable 
that Eledra remains on the ftage all the time; a plain proof among many others 
dvit (as it is obferved in the diflertation) the divifion of thefe tragedies into acfts is 
merely arbitrary, and of late invention, as it would be abfurd for the principal 
f hara^er to appear thus between the adis. 
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Or juftice comes, with fpeedy vengeance fraught j 

Behold I the goddefs arm'd with pow*r appears, ' 'I 

It mufl be fb, by Clytsmneftra^s fears, ; 

And the dire dream that on her fancy wrought: 
Thy &ther, not unmindful of his fate. 
Shall hither come his wrongs to vindicate; 

And, in his gore imbrued. 
The fatal axe with him fhall rife, 
Shall aik another facrifice. 

And drink with him the cruel tyrant's blood. 
ANTISTROPHE. 
Lo! with unnumber*d hands, and countle^ feet 
The fury comes her deftin*d prey to meet. 

Deep in the covert hid fhe glides unfeen, 

Hangs o'er the trembling murth'rer's head. 
Or fleals to the adult'rous bed. 

An awful witnefs of the guilty fcene ; 

Doubtlefs the dream with all its terrors meant 
For crimes like thefe fbme dreadful punifhment. 

If mortals aught from nightly vifions know. 
If truth from great Apollo's fhrine 
Appears in oracles divine, 

Prefaging blifs to come, or threat'ning future woe. 

E P O D E. 
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E P O D E. 

O! Pelops, to thy country and to thee. 

The fatal courfe brought woe and mifery; 
For fince the time when from his chariot thrown, 

For thee the guilty wreath to gain, 

The haplefs Myrtilus was flain. 
Nought has thy wretched race but grief and' forrow known« 

End of A C T L 



irbe haplefs Myrtilus. To underftand this pafTage it is neceiTaiy to be ac- 
quainted with the following ftory. 

Oenomaus had a beautiful daughter, named Hippodamia, whom he refufed 
to give in marriage, becaufe the oracle declared that a Ton in-law would be fatal 
to him ; he promifed however to beftow his daughter on any man who fhould 
conquer him in the chariot-race, on condition that all, who were vanquifh'd by 
him> fhould be put to death : many bold adventurers accepted the terms, and 
perifh'd in the attempt; the horfes of Oenomaus were fwift as the wind, and 
confequently invincible ; thefe examples however did not deter Pelops, who 
entered the lifts againft Oenomaus, and bribed his charioteer Myrtilus with 
a promife of half his kingdom if he fucceeded ; Myrtikis liften'd to his ofiers» 
and purpofely forgot to put the pins into the wheels of his mailer's 
chariot, which broke in pieces in the middle of the courfe. Pc^lops efpoufcd 
Hippodamia, but afterwards, inftead of performing his promife to Myitilu^ 
chofe rather to get rid of this inflrument of treachery by throwing him into 
the fea. Mercury, who it feems was the father of Myrtilus, revenged the 
murther of his fon by entailing curfes on Pelops and all his pofterity. It 
appears by this, that the Heathens believed that God punifh'd the crimes of 
fathers upon their children to the third and fourth generation^ 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. 

CLYTJEMNESTRA, ELECTRA, CHORUS, 

CLYT^MNESTRA. 

TnOISTHUS abfent, who alone cou'd cuA 
Thy haughty fpirit, and Ucentious tongue ; 
At large, it ieems, thou rov*ft, and uBreftrain*d, 
No def 'rence paid to my authority. 
But on thy mother ever pouring forth 
Bitter invcdives, while the lift'ning croud 
Are taught to hold me proud, and £erce of foul, 
A lawkfs tyrant fland*ring thee and thine : 
I am no fland'rer, I abhor the name. 
But oft revil'd, of force I muft reply, 
And (end thy foul reproaches hack upon thee* . 
Thou fay'ft I flew thy fatjier; that alone 
Is kft to plead for all thy infolence. 

I do confefe tiie deed, and glory in it; ■ 

I flew thy father ; yet not I alone, 
I had the hand of juftjce to aflift me. 
And fjbou'd have had Eledra's r well thou know'ft 
Tb^t prp^l father, for whoni thus thy tears 

JnceiTant 
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Inceflant flow, that &ther flew his child 5 

He, he alone of all the Grecian hoft 

Gave up his daughter, horrid facrilice I 

To the ofFended gods: he never felt 

A mother's pangs, and therefore thought not of them; 

Or if he did, why flay the innocent ? 

For Greece thou tell'ft me : Greece cou'd never claim 

A right to what was mine; or did flic fall 

For Menelaus? he had dhildren too, 

Why might not they have dy'd ? their parent's guik. 

Source of the war, mor6 juftly had deferv'd it ; 

Or think'fl thou death with keener appetite 

Cou'd feaft on mine, and Helen's not aflbrd 

As fweet a banquet? why was all the love. 

To me and to my child fo juftly due, 

With lavifli hand beftow'd on Menelaus ? 

Was he not then a bafe inhuman father ? 

He was : and fb, cou'd Iphigenia fpeak. 

Thy 

He bad children too. According to Homer (See OdyfT. b. 4.) Menelaus had 
only one child, Hermione. Hefiod gives him two, Hermione and Nico(lra> 
tus : the latter tradition was more agreeable to Sophocles ; becaufe, if Menelaus 
had but one child, the lofs would have been greater to him than to Agamem- 
non, who had many } this, we fee, would deftroy the force of Clytxmneftra's 
argument, which is ftrengthen'd by the other fuppofition. 

Cou^d Iphigenia /peak. Clytxmneftra endeavours to palliate her guilt by re- 
proaching Agamemnon with the facrifice of Iphigenia. Euripides Arengthens 

this 
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Thy breathlefs fifter, fhc too wou'd declare : 
Know then, I grieve not; (hame or penitence 
I feel not for the deed; and if to thee 
It feem fo heinous, weigh each circumftance, 
Remember what he did, and lay the blame 
On him who well deferv'd the fate he luffer'd. 

E L E C T R A. 
Thou haft no plea for bitternefs like this; 
Thou can'ft not fay that I provok'd thee to it, 
I have been filent: had I leave to (peak 
I cou'd defend an injur'd father's caufe. 
And tell thee wherefore Iphigenia fell. 

CLYT^MNESTRA. 
J do permit thee ; and if modeft thus 
Thou had'ft addrefs'd me always, thy free Speech 
Had ne'er offended, 

E L E C T R A. 
Haft thou not confefs'4 
That thou did'ft flay my father? whether juftice 
Approve or not, 'twas horrid to confef§ it ; 



But 



this plea by the addition of another, which the ladies will allow to have been 
iiill more forcible, vi?. that Agamemnon kept another woman, and even 
brought her into the fame houfe with his yfi(t. The fa£t is (hus alluded tQ 

W Ovid, 

Dam fuit Atrides una contentus, 6c ilia 
Cafta fuit} vitio eft iniproba faAa vlri, 
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But juftice never coud perfuadc thee, no ; 

I'll tell thee who it was, it was ^gifthus. 

The wretch with whom thou livTtj go aik the goddefs, 

Th* immortal huntrefs, why the winds were ftay'd 

So long at Aulis; but thou muft not afk 

The chafte Diana; take it then from me; 

My father once, as for the chace prepared, 

Carelefs he wander'd thro* her facred grove. 

Forth from it's covert rous'd a (potted hind. 

Of faireft form, with tow'ring antlers grac*d, 

Purfu*d and flew her ; of the deity 

Something with pride elate he utter'd then 

Difdainful; quick relenting the affront, 

Latona's daughter ftay'd the Grecian fleet, 

Nor wou'd forgive, till for her flaughter'd beaft 

Th' offending father facrific'd his child, , 

Thus Iphigenia fell; and but for her, 

S Greece 

^Tbou muft not ajk the chafte "Diana. A murtherer and adultcrefs, like Cly- 
tsmneflra. muft not dare approach or fpeak to the goddefs of chaftity. Cly- 
tseoineftra feels the reproach, bur at the fame time, to perfuade Eleitra that (he 
was not afFtded by it, a few lines after we find her invoking that goddefs, 
♦' by chafte Diana, foon as iEgifthus cpmes, &c." 

My father once &c. There is certainly an impropriety (though not, as, I re- 
member, obferved by any of the commentators) in relating this ftory to Cly- 
taemneftra, who, we muft fuppofe, could be no ftranger to it. Sophocles, 
however, thought it might be neceflary to acquaint the audience with this 
ckcumftance, and therefore took this method io inform them of it. 
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Greece ne*er had feen or Ilion's lofty tow'rs, 

Or her own native foil ; the father ftrove 

In vain to fave, and not for Menelaus 

He gave her up at laft, but for his country., 

Suppofe a brother's fondnefs had prevail'd, 

And (he was giv'n for him, wou'd that excufe 

Thy horrid deed ? what law requir'd it of thee ? 

That law alone by which thyfelf muft fall; 

If blood for blood be due, thy doom is fix'd. 

Plead not fo poorly then, but tell me why 

Thou liv'ft adult'rous thus with a vile ruffian. 

Thy bale affiftant? why are thofe, who Iprung 

From thy firft nuptials, caft unkindly forth 

For his new race ? was this thy piety ? 

Was this ■ too to revenge thy daughter's death ? . 

In pure revenge to wed her deadlieft foe 

Was noble, was it not ? but I forget, 

You are my mother, fo it feems you fay, 

And I muft hold my peace ; but I deny it ; 

I fay you are my miiirels, not my mothet ; 

A cruel rhiftrefs that afHids my foul, 

And makes this weary life a burthen to me. 

Oreftes too, the haplefs fugitive. 

Who once cfcap'd thy fatal haiid, now drags 
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A loathfome being; him, thou £ay*G[y I look'd for 

To join in my revenge^ and (o I did ; 

I wou'd have been reveng'd, I tell thee fo: 

Say, I am bale, malicious, impudent, 

Abufive, what thou wilt; for if I am. 

It Ipeaks my birth, and I refemble thee. 

CHORUS. 
Refentment deep hath fir'd the virgin's breaft; 
"Whether with truth and juftice on her fide 
She fpeak, I know not. 

CLYTiEMNESTRA. 
Can they plead for her ? 
What care, what love, or tendernefs is due 
To an abandon'd child, who fhamelefs thus 
Reviles a parent? i$ there, after this, 
A crime in nature Ae wou*d blufli to a<a? 

E L E C T R A. 
I am not bafe, nor fhamelefs, as thou calFft me, 
For know, even now I blufh for what is paft, 
Indecent warmth, and words that ill became 
My tender years, and virgin modefty ; 
But 'twas thy guilt, thy malice urg'd me to it; 
Frdm bad examples, bad alone wc learn, 
I only err'd becaufe I follow'd thee. 

S 2 . C L Y- 
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C L Y T -ffi M N E S T R A. 
Impudent wretch ! and am I then the caufe 
Of all thy clam*rous iniblence? 

E L E C T R A. 
Thou art: 
Foul is thy ipeech, becaufe thy deed was foul ; 
For words from adions flow. 

CLYTiEMNESTRA. 
By chafle Diana, 
Soon as iEgifthus comes, thy boldnefs meets 
Its juft reward. 

E L E C T R A. 
Is this thy promised leave. 
So lately granted, freely to unfold 
What now incens'd thou doft refufe to hear? 

CLYTiEMNESTRA. 
Have I not heard thee, and in bafe return 
With lucklefs omen doft thou now retard 
My pious facrifice? 



ELEC 



With lucklefs omen &c. The antlents were of opinion, that if, during the 
time of facritice, ihey heard any thing melancholy, it was an ill omen ; in the 
beginning of thole therefore that were public> filence was enjoin'd to all prc- 
fent } hence the phrafe of favcte linguis. 
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E L E C T R A. 

OI far from me 
Be guilt like that ; perform it, I befeech thee j 
In holy filence fliall thefe lips be clos'd, 
And not a word efcape to thwart thy purpofe. 
CLYTiEMNESTRA. 

[fpeaking to one of her attcndant»,J 
Hither do thou the facred ofFrings bring 
Of various fruits composed, that to the god 
Whofe altars we adorn, my fervent pray'r 
May rife accepted, and difpel my fears. 
Hear then, Apollo, great protedor, hear 
My fecrct vows, for with no friendly car [foftly.l 

My voice is heard ; her malice wou*d betray, 
Shou'd I unveil my heart, each word I utter*d, 
And fcatter idle rumours thro* the croud. 
Thus then accept my pray'rs, Lycean Phoebus I [aloud.J 

If in the doubtful vifions of the night 

Which 

Hear myfecret vows. Brumoy obferves on this paflage, that Qytaemneftrt 
here retires towards a corner of the fcene, near the altar, where (he makes her 
prayer, and offers the facrifice, whilft Jbledlra remains upoa the ftage at a 
little diftance from her j we muft fuppofe her therefore, Ipeaking pa t of this 
fpeech aloud, and part fqftly, fo as not to be over-heard by Eleftra 5 ihe implores 
Apollo to mark rather the purport, than the words of her prayer; this fhc 
uuers in a low voice> till ihe comes to, Lycean Phcebus, ifx. which fhe 
fpeaks aloud» 
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Which broke my flurabcrs, aught prcfc^g good 
Thou fee'ft, propitious O I confirm it all ; 
But if of dire portent, and fraught with ill . 
Xo me and mine they came, avert the omen, 
And fend the evil back upon my foes I 
O! if there are, whofe fraudful arts confpire , 
'Ta caft me forth from all my prefent blifs, 
'Let *em not profper, but proteft me ftill I 
Grant me to live and reign in quiet here, 
To fpend each happy hour with thofe I lovej 
With thofe my children who have ne'er offended 
By malice, pride and bitternefs of foul. 
Grant this, indulgent Phoebus | what remains 
Unafk'd, thou fee' ft j for nought eCbapes the eye 
Of gods, fuch knowledge have the fons of Jote! 

S C E N 3E IL 

GOVERNOR of ORESTES, CL Y TiE MNESTR A, 

E L E C T R A, C H O R U S, 

GOVERNOR. 

Js this the royal palace of -^gifthus ? 

CHORUS. 

ff^th thofe my children ^c. IphianafT- and Chfyfothemis, who had not af- 
fronted her J in oppofition to fc leAra, who had. 

IVhat remains unajk'd, &c. Moft probably the death oi" Orcftee and Eledra, 
which flic did not dare to mention in the prefence of her daughter. Clytam- 
neftra's charadler is finely jii^wn j her very prayprs we fee arc wiffkcd, »r<1 
ji^ecable to her adtions. 
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CHORUS. 

Stranger, it is. 

GOVERNOR. 
And this, for fuch her form 
And look majcftic ^)eak her, is his queen; 
Is it not fo? 

CHORUS. 

It is. 

GOVERNOR. 

Great fov*reign, hail! 
With joyful news I come, and from a friend. 
To thee and to JEgifthus. 

CLYTiEMNESTRA. 
Stranger, welcome; 
Say, firft, from whom thy meflage? 

GOVERNOR. 
From Phanoteus 

A Phocian fends thee things of utmoft moment. 
CLYTiEMNESTRA 

Of moment fay'ft thou ? what ? impart them c^^'-k ; 
Of friendly import, if from thence they come, 
I know they rouft be. 

GOVERNOR. 

Briefly then, 'tis this: 

Oreftes 
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Orefles is no more. 

E L E C T R A. 

Undone Eledral 

Now am I loft indeed. 

CLYT^MNESTRA. 
What fey'ft thou? fpeak, 
Regard not her ; go on. 

GOVERNOR. 
I fay again, 
Oreftes is no more. 

E L E C T R A. 

Then what am I? 
I too am nothing. 

CLYT^MNESTRA. [to Eledra.] 

Get thee hence, away! 
Difturb us not : moft weJcome meflenger ; 

[to the Governor,] 
Go on, I beg thee, let me hear it all ; 
Say how he dy'd ; tell ev'ry circumftance. 

GOVERNOR., 
For that I came, and I will tell thee all. 
Know then, Oreftes at the Pythian games, 

Eager 

Oreftes at the Pythian games, &c. Our mpdcri^ critics will perhaps be of opi- 
clou, that this defcription of the Pythian games, fo much admired by the favour- 
ers 



E L E C T R A. 137 

Eager for glory met afiembled Greece; 
Soon as. the herald*s far->refbuQding voice 
ProcIaimM the couife, ^ the graceful youth appear*d, 
And was by all admired: fuccefsful foon 
He reach'd the goal, and bore his prize away. 
Ne*er did thefe eyes behold fuch feats perform'd 
By mortal flrength; in ev'ry courfe fuperior 
He rofe victorious: theme of ev*ry tongue 
Was the brave Argivc, great Atrides* fbn, 
Who led the Graecian hoft ; but O I in vain 
Doth human valour ftrivc, when pow'r divine 
Purfues vindidive! the fuccecding morn 
Uprofe the fun, and with him all the train 
Of youthful rivals in the chariot race; 
One from Achaia, one from Sparta came, 

T Of 

crs of antiquity, is too long, and rather interrupts than carries on the bufinefs of 
the (Irama ; it will be in vain therefore to inform them, that this circumftantial 
detail was neceffary to give the ftory an air of veracity in the eyes of the perfon 
to whom it is related, at the fame time that the author had by this means an 
opportunity of fhewing his poetical and defcriptive talents in the narration. 

Inevry courfe fuperior^ &c. The Trevrctd-P^ov or quinquertium, here alluded 
to, confided of five exercifcs, viz, leaping, running, throwing, darting, and 
wreftling J Oreftcs conquered in everyone of them ; this was the bufinefs of the 
firftday of the games, the fecond was employed in the chariot- race, which is 
here minutely and accurately defcribqd. 

One from Acbaia^ fSc. In the Greek it is the firft from Achaia, the fecond 
from Sparta, and fo on to the tenth, which would have made an awkward ap- 
pearance in Englifli j I have therefore taken the liberty to yary th? methgd q£ 
(numerating them ip the tranjl^tion. 
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Of A&ic's Tons advanced a noble |Kur, 

And join*d the throng; with thefe Oriftcs drove 

His fwift Thefialian fleeds ; iEtolia next 

For yellow couriers fam'd ; and next Magnefla ; 

And Athens, built by hands divine, fent forth 

Her ikilful charioteer; an ^nian next 

Drove his white Horfes thro* the field; and laft 

A brave Baeotian clos'd the warrior train. 

And now in order rang*d, as each by lot 

Determin'd ftood, forth at the trumpet's found 

Tliey rufh'd together, fhook their glitt'ring reins. 

And lafh'd their foaming courfers o'er the plain. 

Loud was the din of ratt'ling cars involv'd 

In dully clouds ; clofe on each other preft 

The rival youths, together ftopt, and turn'd- 

Together all: the haplefs ^nian firft. 

His fiery fteeds impatient of fubjedtion, 

Entangled on^ the Lybian chariot hung ; 

Confufion foon and terror thro' the croud 

DiMrous fpread ; the jarring axles rung ; 



Wheel 



'Athensy built by bandi divine. Sophocles, who was ^n Athenian, takes every 
opportunity of doing honour to his countrymen } Athens, we fee, is diflinguifh'd 
by him in the lift as built by hands divine j and the Athenian charioteer felcded 
from the rival chiefs, to contend with his hero Oreftes, who had cafily overcome 
all the reft. 
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Wheel within wheel now crack'd, till Chryla's field 

Was with the fcatter'd ruins quite o'erfpread. 

Th* Athenian cautious view'd the diftant danger, 

Drew in the rein, and turn'd his car afide, 

Then paft them all. Oreftes, who fecure 

Of conqueft lagg'd behind, with eager pace 

Now urg'd his rapid courfe, and fwift purfu'd: 

Sharp was the conteft; now th' Athenian firft, 

And now Oreftes o'er his courfers hung, 

Now fide by fide they ran; when to the lafl; 

And fatal goal they came, Atrides' fon, 

As chance with flacken'd rein he turn'd the car. 

Full on the pillar ftruck, tore from the wheel 

Its brittle fpokes, and from his feat down drop'd 

Precipitate; entangled in the reins 

His fiery courfers dragg'd him o'er the field, 

Whilft fhriekmg crouds with pity view'd the youth, 

Whofe gallant deeds deferv'd a better fate. 

Scarce cou'd they flop the rapid car, or loofe 

His mangled corfe, fo drench'd in blood, fo chang'd, 

That fcarce a friend cou'd fay it was Oreftes. 

Strait on the pile they burnt his lad remains, 

And, in an urn enclosed, a chofen few 

From Phocis fent have brought his afties home, 

T2 To 



140 E L E C T R A. 

To reap due honours in his native land. 

Thus have I told thee all, a dreadful tale ! 
But O ! how far more dreadful to behold it, 
And be like me a witnels of the {bene I 

CHORUS. 
Ah me ! the royal race, the antient houfc 
Of my lov'd mafter is no morel 

CLYTiEMNESTRA. 

Great Jove! 
Th* event was happy, but *tis mix*d with woe. 
For, O ! 'tis bitter to refled, that life 
And (afety muft be purchased by misfortunes. 

GOVERNOR. 
Why grieve you, madam? 

CLYTiEMNESTRA. 
'Tis a bitter tafk 
To bring forth children ; tho' a mother*s wrong'd, 
A mother cannot hate the babe fhe bore. 

GOVERNOR. 
Then with ungrateful news, in vain I came; 



CLY- 



Tis mix' J with woe. Dacier highly commends the art of the poet in Clytaem- 
neftra's exprefiion of uneafinefs at the death of Oreftes j as to have received the 
news without any marks ot tendernefs or compaffion would have been ihocking 
to nature and humanity. But perhaps a better reafon for this diiiembled forrow 
may be drawn from her u illingnefs to preferve fome decency and appearance of 
virtue in the eyes of the mcffcngcr. 
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CLYTiBMNESTRA. 
O no; moft welcome is the man who brings 
Such joyful tidings, that a thanklefs child 
Is gone, who left a tender mother's arms, 
To live a voluntary exile from me; 
Ne'er to thefe eyes retum'd, but abfent rag'd. 
And threaten'd vengeance for his murther'd father ; 
Day had no reft for me, nor did the night 
Bring needful {lumbers, thoughts of inftant death 
Appaird me ever; but my fears are gone; 
He cannot hurt me now, nor worfe than him. 
This vile domeftic plague, who haunts me ftill 
To fuck my vital blood; but henceforth (afe. 
Spite of her threats fhall Clytsmneftra live. ^ 

E L E C T R A. 
Now, my Oreftes, I indeed muft mourn 
Thy cruel fate, embitter'd by reproach. 
And from a mother's tongue; this is not well. 

CLYTiEMNESTRA. 
With him it is, and wou'd it were with thee I 

E L E C T R A. 
Attend, O ! Nemefrs I and hear the dead ! 

CLYT^MNESTRA. 

She heard that voi^ which beft deferv'd her ear. 

And her decrees are juft. 

E L E O- 
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E L E C T R A. 

Go on, proud woman ; 
Infult us now, whilft .fortune (miles upon thee. 

CLYTiEMNESTRA. 
Doft thou then hope that we (hall fall hereafter ? 

E L E C T R A. 
Nol we are fall*n ourfelves, and cannot hurt thee. 

CLYT^MNESTRA. 
Thrice worthy is that meflenger of joy 
Whofe gladfome news fhall flop thy clam'rous tongue. 

GOVERNOR. 
My tafk perform'd, permit me to retire. 

CLYT-^MNESTRA. 
No, ftranger, that were an affront to thee. 
And to our friend who fent thee here. Go in, 
And leave that noify wretch to bellow forth 
Her forrows, and bewail her loft Oreftes. 

[Exeunt, 
SCENE III. 
ELECTRA, CHORUa 
E L E C T R A. 

Mark'd ye, my friends, did ye obferve her tears ? 

Did {he lament him? did the mother weep 

For her loft child ? O no ; fhe fmiled and left me j 

Wretched 
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Wretched Ekara! O my dear OreftesI 

Thou haft undone me; thou wert all my hope. 

I thought thou woud'ft have lir'd to aid my vengeance 

For our lov'd father's death; depriv'd of both 

Whither fhall I betake nie! left at laft 

A flave to thofe whom moft on earth I hate, 

The cruel murth'rers; muft it then be fo? 

Never, O never I thus bereft of all, 

Here will I lay me down, and oii this fpot 

End my fad days ; if it offend the tyrants. 

Let 'em deftroy me ; 'twill be kindly done ; 

Life is a pain ; I wou'd not wifli to keep it. 

CHORUS. 
Where is thy thunder, JoVe? or, where thy pow'r, 

O 

Here will I lay me down. Fleftra, Ihock'd at the behaviour of ClytaBmncftra, 
and apprehenfive of ftill worfe treatment than (he had ever yet; received, is re- 
folv'd never to re-enter the palace of iEgifthuS; but lays herfelf down in an- 
gbifh on the ground to lament her misfortunes. There is fomething not un- 
like this in Shakefpear's king John, where Conftancc throws herfelf on the 
Earth. See king John, adt 3, fcene i. 

Where is thy thundery Jove^ &c. I fee no reafon for making the alteration here 
propofed by Dacier, and putting thcfe words into the mouth of Eledra j furely 
the refledtion comes naturally from the chorus, who had been witneffes of Cly- 
tsemncftra's behaviour on the news of Oreftes' death. It may not be improper 
here toobferve that this is generally call'd the fecond intermede, or fong of the 
chorus ; who in conjundlion with Eledtra remaining on the flage, as at the end 
of the firft adt, fing a kind of dirge, lamenting the miferies of their friend, and 
endeavouring to comfort her under them ; this is all in Strophe and Antiftrophe, 
and moft probably was fct to mufic : it fliou'd therefore, according to my plan, 

have 
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O Phcebus ! if thou doft behold this deed 
And not avenge it? 

E L E C T R A. 
Oh! 
CHORUS. 

Why moum'ft thou thus ? 
E L E C T R A, 
Alas! 

CHORUS. 
O ! do not groan thus. 

E L E C T R A. 

Thou deftroyTt me. 
CHORUS, 
How have I hurt thee? 

E L E C T R A. 
Why thus vainly try 
To give me comfort, when I know he*s dead? 
You but infult my woes. 

CHORUS. 

Yet weep not thus, 

Think 

have been put into rhyme, to diftinguini it from the other parts of the drama ; 
but as it coniifts of queftion and anfwer, it would have made but a ftrange and 
uncouth appearance in that garb. I have therefore preferved the blank verfe, 
\fhlch my readers will, I believe, ^link with me was much more fuitable to it. 
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Think on the golden bracelet that betray*d 
Amphiaraus, who no w 

ELECTRA. 
O! me! 
CHORUS. 

In blifs 

Immortal reigns among the fhades below; 

ELECTRA. 
Alas! 

CHORUS. 
No more; a woman was the caufe, 
Th* acQurfed caufe. 

E L E C T R A. 
She fufFer'd, did fhe not? 
CHORUS. 
She did; fhe perifh'd. 

ELECTRA. 
Yes ; I know it well ; 
He found a kind avenger of his wrongs, 
But I have none, for he is ravifli'd from me. 

U CHORUS. 

fihe golden bracelet that betrafd Amphiaraus. Amphiaraus was a famous 
ioothfayer. During the time of the Theban war, he was folicited by Adcaftus to 
affift Polynices, his fon-in-law, Amphiaraus, forefeeing by his art that if he 
virent he fliould be flain, hid himfelf, but was difcover'd by his wife Eriphyle, 
whom Polynices had bribed with a golden bracelet. Amphiaraus, being thus 
obliged to appear at the fiege of Thebes, perifli'd there. Alcmseon his ion re- 
venged his father's death, and ilew his mother Eriphyle. 



I4« E L E C T R A. 

CHORUS. 

Thou art indeed unhappy. 

E L E C T R A. 
*Tis too true. 
I am moft wretched, it comes thick upon me; 

My Ibrrows never ceafe. 

CHORUS. 

We fee thy woes. 
E L E C T R A. 
Therefore no more attempt to bring me comfort; 
There is no hope. 

CHORUS. 
What fay'ft thou? 
E L E C T R A. 

There is none. 
None left for me; my noble brother flain. 

CHORUS. 
Death is the lot of human race. 

E L E C T R A. 
But, oh ! 
Not death like his ; entangled in the reins. 
His mangled body dragg'd along the field. 

CHORUS. 
A ftrange unthought of chance. 

ELEC- 
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E L E C T R A. 

And then to fall 
A wretched ftranger in a foreign land. 

CHORUS. 
01 horrible! 

E L E C T R A. 
No fifter' there to clofe 
His dying eyes, to grace him with a tomb, 
Or pay the laft fad tributary tear. 

[Exeunt. 



End of A C T II. 



U 2 ACT III» 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS, ELECTRA, CHORUS. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS, 
lyORGIVE me, fitter, if my hafty fteps 

Prefe imexpeded on thee; but I come 
With joyfiil tidings, to relieve thy toils. 
And make thee happy. 

ELECTRA. 
What can'ft thou have found 
To fbften ills that will admit no cure? 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
Oreftes is arrived ; as fure as here 
I ftand before thee, the dear youth is come. 

ELECTRA. 
Can'ft thou then make a mock'ry of my woes? 
Or doft thou rave? 

C H R Y- 

My haJIyJlepSy CSc. Camerarius, in a note on this paflage, very gravely re- 
marks, that a lady fhould never run, " quoniam in muheribus cundabunda 
omnia magis probantur," bccaufe it's more becoming in women to do every 
thing deliberately, Dacier likcwife, with the refinement of a true French 
cri' iu, obferves, that it would be highly indecent in a virgin and a princefs to 
walk fHt: Sophocle, fays he, ne manque pas a une feulc bien-feance. Of 
fuch !agacious animadverfions as thele, do principally confift the illuftrations 
of both the antient and modern commentators on Sophocles ; fcarce one of 
which (Brumoy excepted J iecms to have read him with any tafte or judgment. 
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CHRYSO THEMIS. 

No, by our fether's gods, 
I do not mean to fcofF; but he is come. 

E L E C T R A. 
Alas! who told thee fo? What tongue decciv'd 
Thy credulous ear? 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
Know, from myfelf alone 
I learn*d the truth, and confirmations flrong 
Oblige me to believe it. 

E L E C T R A. 
What firm proof 
Can'ft thou produce? what haft thou feen or known 
To raife fuch flatt'ring hopes? 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 

O! by the gods 
I beg thee but to hear me, then approve 
Or blame, impartial. 

E L E C T R A. 
If to tell thy tale 
Can give thee pleafure, lay it; I attend, 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
Know then, that foon as to our father's tomb 
Eager I came, my wond'ring eyes beheld 



Down 
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Down from its fide a milky fountain flow, 
As lately pour*d by fome benignant hand ; 
With various flow'rs the facred fpot adorn'd 
Encreas'd my doubts; on ev*ry fide I look'd 
And liften'd long impatient for the tread 
Of human footfteps there; but all was peace. 
Fearlefs approaching then the hallow'd fpot, 
I Caw it jpread with frelh devoted hair ; 
Inftant my foul recall'd its deareft hc^, 
Nor doubted whence the pious ofFrings came; 
I fnatch'd them up and filent gaz'd, while joy 
Sprang in my heart, and fill*d my eyes with tears. 
They were, they muft be his ; ourfelves alone 
Excepted, who cou'd bring them? *twas not I, 
And 'tis not giv'n to thee to leave thefe walls 
Ev'n for the gods ; our mother fcarce wou'd do 
So good an office; or ev'n grant fhe might, 
We muft have known it foon; be confident, 



It 



Our mother fcarce, &c. This affertion may probably appear ftrange from 
the mQuth of Chryfothemis, who had herfelf fo lately been fent by Clytsem- 
neftra with offerings to the tomb of Agamemnon } why therefore might not (he 
have made thefe libations alfo ? There is no way of reconciling this feeming 
inconfiflency, but by fuppofing that the libations here mention'd were of a dif- 
ferent nature from the former j the firft were an expiatory offering to turn 
afide the vengeance of the deceafed ; tHe lafl, of that kind which was generally 
made uf^ of to figaify the peculiar }oye and aifedion of thofe who mado 
|hem, 
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It was Oreftes then j rejoice, Eledra j 
Sifter, rejoicie; the fame deftrudive powr 
'Doth not for ever rule ; behold at laft 
A milder god, and happier days appear. 

E L E C T R A. 
Madnefs, and folly ! how I pity thee I 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
Have I not brought moft joyful tydings to thee, 

E L E C T R A. 
Alas! thou know'ft not where nor what thou art. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
Not know it? not believe what I have feen? 

' E L E C T R A. 
I tell thee, wretched as thou art, he's dead ; 
He arid thy hop'd-for blifs are gone together. 
Thou muft not think of him. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
' / A wretch indeed 

I am, if this be fo ; but O ! from whom. 
Where didft thou learn the fatal news? 

E L E C- 

Hes dead. The hopes and joy of Chryfothemis are finely contrafted by the 
griet and defpair of Eledtra. Oae brings the news of his arrival, the other of 
his dtaih ; thus the fpcdtator, who is already acquainted with the truth, is mado 
to fympatbize with the unhappy fifters, and grows impatient for the difcovery. 
Every luboidinate circuniftance, we fee, by the artful condudl of the poet, i* 
introduced to prepare the principal event, and heighten the terror and furpriic 
ot the cataflrophe. 
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E L E C T R A. 

From one, 
Who was a witnefs of his death. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 

Where is he? 
Amazement chills my foul. 

E L E C T R A. 

He is within; 
And no unwelcome guefl to Clytaemneftra. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
Alas ! who then cou'd bring thefe pious gifts ? 

E L E T R A. 
Some friend to loft Oreftes plac*d them there. 
CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
I flew with joy to tell thee better news, 
And little thought to hear fb fad a tale. 
The griefs I came to cure are prefent ftill, 
And a new weight of woes is come upon us. 

E L E C T R A. 
But know, my iifter, all may yet be well, 
Jf thou wilt hear me. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 

Can I raife the dead? 



j:lec- 
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E L E C T R A. 

I am not mad that I (hond afk it of thee. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
What wou'dft thou have me do? 

E L E C T R A. 

I'd have thee a^ 
As I fhall didate to thee. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
If aught good 
It may produce, I do confent. 

E L E C T R A. 

Remember, 
That if we hope to profper, we muft bear ; 
Succefs in all that's human muft depend 
On patience and on toil. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS, 

I know it well, 
And ftand rcfolvd to bear nxy part in all. 

E L E C T R A. 

Hear then the folemn purport of my foul. 
Thou know'ft too well how friendlefs and forlorn 
We both are left, by death bereav'd of all 
Who cou'd fupport \|s ; whilft Oreftes liv'd 
J cheriil;'d flatt'ring thoughts pf fweet revenge, 

K But 
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But he is gone, and thou art now my hope. 

Yes, thou muft join (for I will tell thee all) 

With thy Eledra to deftroy JEgifthus, 

To kill the murth'rer; why fhou'd we delay? 

Is aught of comfort left? thou can'A but weep 

Thy ravifh'd fortunes torn unjuftly from thee ; 

Thou canft but mourn thy lofs of nuptial rites, 

And each domeftic blifsj for O! my fifter, 

The tyrant cannot be fo weak of foul 

As e*er to fufFer our detefted race 

To fend new branches forth for his deftrucSlion: 

Aflift me then j fo fhalt thou beft- deferve 

A father's praifes and a brother's love; 

So fhalt thou flill, as thou wert bom, be free, 

And gain a partner worthy of thy bed. 

Dofl thou not hear th applauding voice of fame, 

And ev'ry tongue confpire to praife the deed? 

Will they not mark us as we pafs along, 

And cry aloud, " behold the noble pair I 

** The pious fifters who preferv'd their race, 

** Whofc daring fouls, unaw'd by danger, fought 

** The tyrants life, regardlefs of their own. 

** What love to thefe, wjiat reverence is due ! 

** Thefe fhall th' aflembled nation throng to praife, 



(( 



And 
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** And tviy feaft with public honours crown, 
** The fit reward of more than female virtue? 
Thus will they talk, my fifter, whilft we live. 
And after death our names fhall be immortal. 
Aid then a brother's, aid a fitter's caufe, 
Think on thy father's wrongs, preferve Eledra, 
Preferve thyfelf; and, O! remember well 
That, to the noble mind, a life difhonour'd 
Is infamy and fhame. 

CHORUS. 
-Be prudence, now 
The guide of both. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 

Her mind was fure difturb'd, 
My friends, or flie wou'd ne'er have talk'd fo wildly. 
Tell me, J beg thee tell me, my Ele<ara, 
How cou'dft thou think fo rafh an enterprize 
Cou'dve'er fucceed, or how requeft my aid? 
Haft thou confider'd what thou art? a woman^ 
Weak and defencelefs, to thy foes unequal. 
Fortune thou fee'ft each hpur flows in upon them, 
Nor deigns to look on us ; what hand (hall deal 
The fatal blow and pafs unpunifh'd for it? 
Take heed, my fifter, left, thy counfel heard, 

Xz A 
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A heavier fate than what we now lament 
Fall on us both ; what will our boafted fame 
Avail us then? It is not death alone 
We have to fear; to die is not the worft 
Of human ills, it is to wifli for death 
And be refiis'd the boon ; confider well, 
E'er we deftroy ourfelves and all our race. 
Be patient, dear Eledra ; for thy words, 
* A^ they had ne'er been utter'd, here they reft. 
Learn to be wife at laft; and when thou know'ft 
Refiftance vain, fubmit to pow'rs fuperior. 

CHORUS. 
Submit, convinc'd that prudence is the firft 
Of human bleflings. 

E L E C T R A. 
'Tis as I expeded; 
I knew full well thou woudft rejed my counfel. 
But I can ad alone; nor fhall this arm 
Shrink at the blow, or leave it's work unfinifli'd. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
Wou'd thou hadft fhewn this fo much vaunted prowefe 
When our lov'd father dy'd 1 

E L E C T R A. 

I was the fame 
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By nature then, but of a weaker mind. 

,CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
Be fure thy courage fail thee not hereafter. 

E L E C T R A. 
Thy aid will ne'er increafe it. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
*Twill be wanted; 
For thofe, who a<9: thus raflily, muft exped: 
The fate they merit. 

E L E C T R A. 
I admire thy prudence. 
But I deteft thy cowardice, 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
I hear thee 
With patience; for the time muft one day come 
When thou fhalt praife me. 

E L E C T R A. 
Never; 
CHRYSOTHEMIS. 

Be that left 
For time to judge ; enough remains. 

E L E C T R A. 

Away ; 
There's no dependence on thee. 



CHRY- 
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CHRYSOTHEMIS. 

. ' ^ But there is, 

Had'ft thou a mind difpos'd for it*s acceptance. 

E L E C T R A. . 
Go, tell thy mother all. 

C H R Y S O T H E M I S, 
I am not yet 
So much thy enemy. 

E L E C T R A. 

And yet wou'd lead mc 
To infamy. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
To lafety and to wifdom. 
E L E C T R A. 
Muft I then judge as thy fuperior reafon 
May didate to me ? 

CHRYSOTHEMIS, 
When thy better mind 
Shall come, I'll not refufe to follow thee, 

E L E C T R A. 
Pity who talks fo well, £hou*d ad fo poorly ! 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
That cenfurp falls on thee, 



E L E C- 
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E L E C T R A. 

What I have faid 



Is truth. 



CHRYSO THEMIS. 

Truth, fifter, may be dangerous. 
E L E C T R A. 
Rather than thus fubmit I will not live. 

CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
Hereafter thou wilt praife me. 

E L E C T R A. 

I ihall aa 
As feems mod fit, nor wait for thy dire<Stion. 
CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
Art thou refolv'd then? wilt thou not repent 
And take my counfel? 

E L E C T R A. 

Counfel, fuch as thine, 
Is of all ills the worft. 

CHRYS,0 THEMIS. 
Becaufe, Eledra, 
Thou doft not feem to underftand it. 

E L E C T R A. 

Know then. 
That long ere this 1 had dctermin'd all^ 



CHRY^ 
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CHRYSOTHEMIS. 

Then fare thee well; thou canft not bear my wordii. 
Nor I thy anions. 

E L E C T R A. 
. Go thy ways ; henceforth 
I will not commune with thee ; not thy pray*rs, 
No, nor thy tears fliou'd ever bend me to it ; 
Such idle commerce were the heighth of folly. 
CHRYSOTHEMIS. 
If thou doft think this wifdom, think fo ftill ; 
But when deftrudion comes, thou wilt approve 
My better counfcl, and b^ wife too latQ, 



s c e N E n. 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE I. 

Man's ungrateful wretched race, 
Shall the birds of heav'n difgracc, 
Whofe ever-watchful, ever-pious young, 
Prote<St the feeble parent whe^c? thpy Iprung? 



[Exeunt. 



But 



Mani ungrateful, C^c. This, according to thq received divifion into five 
a£ls, is the third fong or intermede of the chorus, and clofes the fecond ad, 
which we may obferve is thus made to confift of only a fingle fcene j an abfur- 
dity which need not be pointed out to the judicious reader. The chorus in thisi 
long, ftruck by the piety and refolutidn of Eleclra, lament her coi}dition, and 
bjaiiie the coldnefs of Chr) fothemis, who had refufed to join her in revenging 
Jlje death of their facij?r, . 
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But if the blaft of angry Jove 
Hath pow'r to ftrike, or juftice reigns above, 
Not long unpunifh'd fhall fuch crimes remain ; 

When thou, O fame! the meffenger of woej 
Shalt bear thefe tidings to the realms below. 
Tidings to Grecia's chiefs of forrow and of pain. 
ANTISTROPHE. 
Bid the fad Atridas mourn 
Their houfe by cruel fadlion torn ; 
Tell 'em, no longer by affedion join'd, 
The tender lifters bear a friendly mind; 
The poor Eledra now alone, 
Making her, fruitlefs Iblitary mojn. 
Like Philomela weeps her father's fate; 
Fearlefs of death and ev'ry human ill, 
Refolv'd her fteady vengeance to fulfill; 
Was ever child {b good, or piety fo great? 

STROPHE II. 
Still are the virtuous and the good 
By adverfe fortune unfubdu'd, 
Nor e'er will ftoop to infamy and ihamej 
Thus Eledra dauntlefs 'rofe 
The War to wage with virtue's foes, 
To gain the meed of never-ending fame. 

Y ANT IS. 
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A N T I S T R O P H E 11. 
Far, far above thy enemies, 
In pow'r and fplendor mayft thou rife, 

And future blifs compenlate present woe! 
For thou hail ihewn thy pious lovcy 
By all that's dear to hcav'n above, 

Or iacred held by mortals here below. 



End of A C T XII. 



[Exeunt, 
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ACT IV. 

S C E N E I. 

ORESTES, PYLADES, (with Attendants) 

ELECTRA, CHORUS, 

ORESTES. 

O AY, vii^ns, if hy right inftrudlion led 

This way, I tend to — 

CHORUS. 

Whither wou'dft thou go? 
ORESTES. 
The palace of ^gifthus. 

CHORUS. 
Stranger, well 
Wert thou dire£ted; thqu art there already. 

ORESTES. 
Who then amongft your train fhall kindly ipeak 
A friend's approach, who comes with joyful news 
Of higheft import ? 

CHORUS. 
Be that office her*s, [pointing to Eledra.] 
Whom bound by nature's ties it beft befits. 

ORESTES. 
Go then, and fay from Phocis are arriv'd 
Who beg admittance to the king. 

Ya ELEC, 
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3E L E C T R A. 

■ Alas! 
And com'ft thou then to prove the dreadful tale 
Already told ? 

ORESTES; 
What you have heard I know not, 
But of Oreftes came I here to fpeak 
By Strophius's command. 

E L E C T R A. 
What is it, fey 5 
O how I dread thy meffage 1 

ORESTES. [fliewing the urn.] 
Here behold 

His poor remains 

E L E C T R A. 
O! loft, undone Eledra! 
Tis then too plain, and mis'ry is compleat. 

ORESTES. 
If for Oreftes thus thy forrows flow. 
Know that within this urn his afhes lye. 

E L E C- 



\ 



What you have beard 1 know not. To prevent any fufpicion of fraud or con- 
nivance, Oreftes pretends to bean utter ftranger to the melTage brought by the 
governor. The news coming thus by different hands, and at different times, 
confirms the report more flrongly, and heigthens the furprize at the difcovcry. 
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E L E C T R A. 

Do they indeed ? then let me, by the gods 
I do intreat thee, let me fnatch them from thee. 
Let me embrace them, let me weep my fate. 
And mourn our haplefs race. 

ORESTES. 

Give her the urn. 
Whoe'er fhe be ; for not with hoftile mind 
She craves the boon; perhaps fome friend, perhaps 
By blood united. 

E L E C T R A. [taking the Urn.] 

0\ ye dear remains 
Of my Oreftes, the moft lov'd of men ! 
How do I fee thee now! how much unlike 
What my fond hopes prefag'd, when laft we parted I 
I lent thee forth with all the bloom of youth 
Frelh on thy cheek, and now, OI difmal change! 
I bear thee in thele hands an empty fhade.- 
Wou'd I had dy*d e'er I had lent thee hence, 
£'er I had fav'd thee from the tyrant's hand \ 
Wou'd thou had'ft dy'd thyfelf that dreadful day. 

And 

IFhoeer Jbe be. Oreftes muft already imjtginc that the perfoa he talk'd 
to was one of his fifters j but as he had been fo long abfent could not be fure that 
it was Ele<a:ra j the chorus foon after puts him out of doubt by mentioning her 
name. 
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And join'd thy murther'd father in the tx)mb, 
Rather than thus a wretched exile fall'n, 
Far from thy fifter, in a foreign land ! 
I was not there with pious hands to wafli 
Thy breathlefs corps, or from the greedy flame 
To gather up thy afhes ; what hare all 
My plcafing toils, my fruitlefs cares avail'd, 
Ev'n from thy infant years, that as a mother 
I watch'd thee ftill, and as a mother lov'd? 
I wou'd not truft thee to a lervant's hand. 
But was myfelf the guardian of thy youth. 
Thy dear companion ; all is gone with thee ; 
Alas ! thy death, like the devouring ftorm. 
Hath borne down all ; my father is no more. 
And thou art gone, and I am going too| 
Our foes rejoice ; our mother, mad with joy. 
Smiles at our mis'riesj that unnat'ral mother, 



She 



To lea/b tby breathlefs corps. The cuftom of wafhing the body of the de- 
ceafed is very aiuient j this office was always perform'd by the neareft relati- 
ons ; Socrates as we are inform'd by Plato, wafh'd himfelf before his execu- 
tion, probably to prevent it's being done by ftrangers ; Alceftis, likewife, in 
Euripides, after Ihe had determined to dye for her huiband, wa(hes hcrfelf. 
The Romans adopted this cuftom from the Greeks j and we find the mother 
of Euryalus, making the fame complaint as Eleftra, 

Nee te tua funera mater 
Prpduxi, prefiive oculos aut vulnera lavi. 

ViRG. i£n. 1. 9. 
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She whom thou oft has promis'd to deftroyj 
But cruel fate hath blafted all my hopes, 
And for my dear Oreftes, left me nought 
But this poor fhadow : O! th' accurfed place, 
Where I had fent thee ! O ! my haplefs brother. 
Thou haft deftroy'd Eledra ; take me then,, 
O ! take me to thee I let this urn enclofe 
My a{hes too, and duft to duft be join*d. 
That we may dwell together once again; 
In life united by one haplefs fate, 
I wou'd not wifh in death to be divided; 
The dead are free from Ibrrows. 

CHORUS. 

Fair Eledra! 
Do not indulge thy griefs; but, Ol remember. 
Sprung from a mortal like thyfelf, Oreftes 
Was mortal too, that we are mortal all. 

ORESTES. [afide.] 

What fhall I fay ? I can refrain no longer. 

E L E C T R A. 
Why this emotion? 

ORESTES; 

Du/f to duft. In the original, it is r^ juifiS'ev sn to ftwJ^gv, " nothing ta 
** nothing •/' Thave taken the liberty to adopt a phrafe familiar to ouriiblvesy 
and which equally exprefles the fenfe of my author. 
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ORESTES. [looking at Elcdra.] 

Can it be Eled'ra ? 
That lovely form ? 

E L E C T R A. 
It is indeed that wretch. 
ORESTES. 
O! dreadful! 

E L E C T R A. 
Stranger, doft thou weep for nie ? 
ORESTES. 
By impious hands to perifh thus! 

E L E C T R A. 
For me 
Doubtlefs thou weep'ft, for I am changed indeed, 

O R E is T E S. 
Of nuptial rites, and each domeftic joy. 
To live deprived ! 

E L E C T R A. 
Why doft thou gaze upon me ? , / 

ORESTES. 
Alas ! I did not know I was fo wretched, 

E L E C T R A. 
Why, what hath made thee fo ? 

ORESTES. 
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ORESTES. 

I fee thy woes. 
E L E C T R A. 
Not half of them. 

ORESTES. 
Can there be worfe than thefe! 
E L E C T R A. 
To live with murtherers! 

ORESTES. 
What niurth'rers, whom? 
E L E C T R A. 
The murth'rers of my father ; bound to ferve them. 

ORESTES. 
Who binds thee ? 

E L E C T R A. 
One who calls herfelf a mother; 
A nam^ Ihe little merits. 

ORESTES. 
But fay, how ? 
Poth flie withhold the means of life, or a<5t 
With brutal violence to thee? 

E L E C T R A. 
Both, alas I 
Arc my hard lot J fhe trys a thoufand means 

1 To 
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To make me wretched. 

O R 5 5 T E S. 
And will iiQQe afllfty 
Will none defend thee? 

E L E C T R A. 
None. My only hope 
Lies buried there. 

ORESTES. 
O ! how I pity thee ! 

E L E C T R A. 
*Tis kindly done; for none will pity me, 
None but. thyfelf ; art thou indeed a ftranger, 
Or doth fortie nearer tye unite our forrows ? 

ORESTES. 

I cou*d unfold a tale; — ^but, fay, thefc virgins, 

May I depend on them? 

E L E C T R A. 

They are our friends. 

And faithful all. 

O R S S T E S. 

Then lay the urn afide. 
And I will tell thee. 

E L E C T R A. 

Do not take it from me; 

Do 
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Do not, dear flranger. 

ORESTES. 
But I muil indeed. 

r 

E L E C T R A. 
Do not, I beg thee. 

ORESTES. 

Come, you'll not repent it. 
E L E C T R A. 
O ! my poor brother I if thy dear remains 
Are wrefted from me, I am moft tinhappy, 

ORESTES. 
No more J thou muft not grieve for him. 

E L E C T R A. 

Not grieve 
For my Oreftes? 

ORESTES. 
No ; you fliou'd not weep. 
E L E C T R A. 
Am I unworthy of him then ? 

ORESTES, 
O! no! 
But do not grieve. 

E L E C T R A. 
Not when I bear the alhcs 

Z 2 Of 
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Of my dear brother 1 

ORESTES. 

But, they are not there, 

Unlefs by fidtion, and a well-wrought tale 

That hath deceived thee. 

E L E C T R A. 

Where then is his tomb? 

ORESTES. 

The living need none. 

E L E C T R A. 

Hal what fay 'ft thou? 

ORESTES. 

Truth. 
E L E C T R A. 

Does he then live? 

ORESTES. 
If I have life, he lives. 

E L E C T R A. 
And art thou he? 

ORESTES. 

Look here, and be convinc'd ; 



This 



The living need none. The Greek is tm ^wvtw wl e^t roLfoiy which I have 
tranilated literally. Brumoy, who is feldom guilty of miilakcSj has let the fenfe 
ilip him, and only fays, *[ i\ eft plein de vie/' 
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This mark, *tis from bur father. 

E L E C T R A. 

O ! bleft hour ! 
ORESTES. 
Bleffed indeed ! 

E L E C T R A. 
Art thoii then here ? 

ORESTES. 

I am. 

E L E C- 

This mark. What this mark was, has greatly puzzled the commentators 5 
the fcholiafts, whofe conjectures are generally whimfical, will needs have it to 
be fome remains of the ivory (houlder of Pelops, which was vifible in all his 
defendants, as ihofe of Cadmus were mark'd with a lance, and the SeleucidsB 
with an anchor. Camerarius, and after him Brumoy, call it a ring, or fcal, 
which indeed is the moft natural interpretation of the Greek word a(p^ecyii ; 
though it may be faid in fupport of the other opinion, that the natural or bo- 
dily mark was more certain, and therefore a better proof of identity in regard 
to the perfon of Oreftes. 

jirt thcu then here? This difcovery is doubtlefs the principal and moft in- 
terefting fcene in the tragedy of Elcdtra, and upon the whole much better con- 
duded by Sophocles than by either of his rivals on the fame fubjeft. The 
cfftifl which it had upon the audience, was, we may imagine, equal to its- 
merit. Aulus Gellius tells us a remarkable ftory of a certain adlor, named 
Polus, who having undertaken the part of Eledtra, in order to enter more fully 
into the charader he was to reprefent, brought upon the ftage an urn contain- 
ing the afhes of his own fon, which he wept over and embraced as the aflies of 
0:eftes ; his feelings were fo intenle, and his performance fo exquifiie on this 
occafion, that the fpedlators no longer confider'd it as a mere reprefentation, 
but were fill'd with real grief, and diflblved in tears. 

Dacier is of opinion that the dialogue between Oreftes and Eledra on this 
occafion, is too prolix, and muft be fhorten'd before it could meet with any 
applaufe on a modern theatre. 
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E L E C T R A. 

Do I embrace thee? 

ORESTES. 

May'ft thou do it long! 

E L E C T R A. 

O ! my companions ! O I my deareft friends I 

Do ye not fee Oreftes, once by art 

And cruel fidion torn from Life and me, 

But now by better art to life reftor*d? 

CHORUS. 

Daughter, we do; ,and fee 'midft all our woes 

From ev*ry eye faft flow the tears of joy. ' 

E L E C T R A. 

O! ye are come, my friends, in happieft hour, 

Ev'n to behold, to find again the naan 

Whom your fouls wifh*d for, ye are come. 

CHORUS. 

We are J 

But Ol in filence hide thy joys, Eledra> 

E L E C T R A, 

Wherefore in filence? 

CHORUS, 

O ! yeare come, &c. Fiom this place, to that fpeech of Oreftes which bc^P 
gins with, fpend not thy time, &c, and which contains in the Greek near fifty 
fliort lines, the original is ift Strophe and Antiftrophc : I have made no 
f hange ip the jne^urp of, the tranflatipD, for the reafon given in a preceding 

»otg. 
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CHORUS. 
Left our foes within 
Shou'd hear thee. 

E L E C T R A. 
Never, by the virgin pow*r 
Of chafte Diana, will I hide my joys. 
Nor meanly ftoop to fear an idle throng 
Of helplefs women. 

ORESTES. 
Women have their powV, 
And that thou know'ft. , 

E L E C T R A. 
Alas! and fo I do; 
For O! thou haft calFd back the fad remembrance 
Of that misfortune which admits no cure. 
And ne'er can be forgot. 

ORESTES. 
A fitter time 
May come when we muft think of that. 

E L E C T R A. 

All times. 
All hours are fit to talk of juftice in. 
And beft the prefent, now when I am free. 

ORESTE& 
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ORESTES. 

Thou art fo, be fo ftill. 

E L E C T R A. 
What's to be done ? 

ORESTES. 
Talk not, when prudence fliou'd reftrain thy tongue. 

E L E C T R A. 
Who fliall reftrain it? who fhall bind Eledra 
To fearful filence, when Oreftes comes? 
When thus I fee thee here, beyond my thoughts, 
Beyond my hopes, 

ORESTES. 

The gods have fent me to theei 
They bad me come. 

E L E C T R A. 

Indeed ? more grateful ftill 
Is thy return ; if by jthe gods command 
Thou cam' ft, the gods will fure proted: thee here, 

ORESTES, 
J wou'd not damp thy joys, and yet I feacp 
Left they fliou'd carry thee too far. 

E t. E C T R A. 

Q! no| 
But after fo long abfence, tlius return'4 



Tq 
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To thy affli<aed fifter; fure thou woud'ft not——. 

ORESTES; 
Do what? 

E L E C T R A. . 

Thou woud'ft not gradge me the dear pleaflire 
Of looking on thee, 

ORESTES. 
No; nor {uSer any 
To rob thee of it; 

E L E C T R A; 
Shall I then? 
ORESTES. 
No doubt. 
E L E C T R A. 
I hear that voice, my friends, I never thought 
To hear again ; ye know, when I reqeiv'd 
The dreadful news, I kept my grief within, :'"] .; 

Silent and fad ; but now I have thee here, j 

Now I behold thee, now I fix my eyes 
On that dear form, which never was forgotten. 

ORESTES. 
Spend not thy time in fruitlefs words, nor tell me 
How Clytaemneftra lives, nor how ^Egifthus 
Hath lavifti'd all our wealth; the prefent hour 

A a ^ Demands 
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Demands our IlriA attention; tdl me how, 

Whether by fraud, of open force, our foes 

May beft be vanquifh'd; let no chearful fmile 

Betray thee to thy mother ; feem to grieve 

As thou Wert wont; when we have done the deed, 

Joy fhall appear, and we will fmile in fafety. 

E L E C T R A. 
Thy will is mine ; not to myfcif I owe 
My prefent blifs, I have it all from thee, " " 

From thee, my brother ; nor fliou'd aught perfuade mc 
To give Oreftes ev'n a moment's pain. 
That were ungrateful to th' indulgent powV, 
Who thus hath fmil'd propitious. Know, ^gillhus 
Has left the palace ; Clytaemneftra*s there ; 
And for thy needlefs fears that I fhou'd fmile, 
Or wear a chearful face, I never fhall ; 
Hatred Co ftrong is rooted in my foul. 
The fight of them will make me fad enough. 
The tears of joy perhaps may flow for thee. 
And add to the deceit; for flow they mufl. 
When I behold thee in one happy hour 
Thus fnatch'd from life, and thus to life reftor'd. 
I cou'd not hope it ; O 1 'tis pafling flrange I 
If from the tomb our father fhou'd arife, 

And 
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And fay he liv*d, I think I fhou*d believe himj 
And O ! when thou art come fo far, 'tis fit 
I yield to thee in all, do thou dire<a 
My ev'ry ftep ; but know, had I been left 
Alone, ev*n I wou'd not have fail'd in all. 
But conquer*d bravely, or as bravely fell. 

ORESTES. 
No more. I hear the footfteps as of one 
Coming this way, 

E L E C T R A. 
Strangers, go in, and bear 
That which with joy they cannot but receive, 
But which with joy they will not long poffefs. 

SCENE II. 

GOVERNOR of Orestes, ELECTRA, 

ORES T.E S, CHORUS. 

GOVERNOR. 

Madnefs and folly thus to linger here ! 

Have ye no thought ? is life not worth your care ? 

Do ye not know the dangers that furround you ? 

A a 3 Had 

Strangers, go in, &c. Eleftra, infortn'd that fome one was coming to- 
wards them, changes her tone and manner, and addrelfes Oreftes and Pylades 
as ftrangers > what (he fays, we may cbferve, is purpofely ambiguous, g9 iliC 
was appreheofive of bein^ over- beard. 
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Had I not ivatch'd mylelf before the palace, 
E'er ye had enter'd, all your fecret plan 
Had been difcover'd to our foes within ; 
Wherefore no more of this tumultuous joy, 
And lengthen'd converfej 'tis not fitting now. 
Go in J away, delays are dangerous 

At fuch an hour; our fate depends upon it. 

ORESTES. 
May I with fafety ? is all well within ? 

COVER NO R. 
None can fufped you. 

ORESTES. 
Spake you of my death 
As we determin'd ? 

GOVERNOR. 
Living as thou art. 
They do account thee on^ among the dead. , 

ORESTES, 
And are they glad ? what fay they ? 

GOVERNOR. 

By and by 
We*ll talk of that; let it fuffice, that all 
Is right within; and that which moil they think fo. 
May prove moft fatal to them; 

E L E C- 
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E L E C T R A. [pointing to the Governor.] 
Who is this? 
ORESTES. 
Do you npt know? 

E L E C T R A. 
I cannot recolledi him. 
O R E S T E a 
Not know the man to whom you trufted me? 

Under whofe care 

E L E C T R A. 
When ? how ? 
ORESTES, 

To Fhocis fenty 
I 'fcap*d the tyrant. 

E L E C T R A. 
Can it then be he. 
Among the faithlefs only ^thful found 
When our dear father fell ? 

ORESTES. 

It is the &me» 
E L E C T R A. [to the Governor.] 
Deareft of men, great guardian of our race. 
Art thou then here ? thou, who haft lav'd us both 

, Fronj 
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From countlefs woes ; fwift were thy feet to bring 
Glad tidings to me, and thy hand ftretch'd forth 
It's welcome fuccour ; but, O I why deceive me ? 
Why woud'ft thou kill me with thy dreadful talc, 
Ev'n when thou had'ft fuch happine& in ftorc ? 
Hail I father, hail I for I rauft call thee fo, 
Know, thou haft been to me, in one fliort day, 
Both the moft hated, and moft lov'd of men. 

GOVERNOR. 
No more of that; we fhall have time enough 
To talk of it hereafter; let us go; 
This is the hour ; the queen is now ^lone, 
And not a man within; if ye delay, 
Exped to meet more formidable foe8,v 
In wifdom ftnd in npmbers far fuperior. 

ORESTES, 
We will not talk, my Pyjades, but aA. 
]Let us go in; but to the gods, who guard - 
This place, be firft dup adoration paid. 

E L E C T R A, 
Hear then, Apollo, great Lyc^an, hear Their 

Swift were thy feet^ &c. The exprcffion in the original is remarfcabl(?i 
ithiot fxo»v T^uv u-m^ftnfMty dulciflitnum ^abens pecjuin oiinifteriqm ; not 
jLiiilike that of the prophet Ifaiah, '* how beautiful upon th^ moqntains are tt^e 
'' feet of him that bringeth glad tidings i" 

Hear tben^ Apollo » 6?c. Ele<ftra's prayer is made before the altar of Apollo, 
fRrhich ftood at the entrance of the palace, where Clyts^nineftra had paid her 

devotions 
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Their humble prayVI O! hear Elcdra too, 
Who with unfparing hand her choiccft gifts 
Hath never faird to lay before thy altars; 
Accept the little all which now remains 
For me to give, accept my » humbleft pray*rs. 
My vows, my adorations ; fmile propitious 
On all our counfels ! O ! afllft us now, 
And {hew mankind what punifhment remains 
For guilty mortals from ofFended heav'n. 



CHORUS. 
STROPHE. 

Behold, he comes! the flaughter-breathing god 
Mars, ever thirfting for the murthVer*s blood; 
And fee the dogs of war are clofe behind ; 



{Exeunt; 



Nought 



devotions in the former fcene ; this gives an air of folemnity to the adlon, 
and leflens the horror of the murther, by reprefenting it as an ASt of piety, 
and agreeable to the will of heaven. 

Behold be comes &c. This is the fourth intermede or fong of the chorus, 
and is fuppofed to divide the fourth and fifth atSts} it is (horter, we may ob- 
ferve, than any of the reft, probably fo contrived by the author, to relieve the 
impatience of the fpe<ftator, who is naturally eager to fee the cataftrophe ; it is 
not therefore a time to amufe him with poetry and defcription, but to prepare 
him for the event j which is here done in a few words, finely adapted to that 
purpofe. 

The dogs of "War. Kum «(puxroi, gr. canes inevitabiles. Shakeipear has ex^ 
ft£Uy the lame image, " Cry havuck, and let flip the dogs of war." 

See prologue to Henry the fifth. 



I 
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Nought can eicape their all-devouring rage; 
This did my con{cious heart long fince prefage, 

And the fair dream that ftruck my raptur'd mind* 
ANTISTROPHE. 
Th* avenger fleals along with iilent feet, 
And fharpen'd fword, to his paternal feat. 

His injur'd father's wrongs to vindicate j 
Concealed from all by Maia's fraudfiil fon, 
Who fafe conduds him till the deed be done, 

Nor longer will delay the needful work of fate. 

[Exeunt 

Maia's fraudful fin. Mercury was the god of fraud and treachery, and 
caird ^ohioiy or the deceiver ; to him therefore was attributed all fecret fchemes 
and expeditions, good or bad. The propriety of Mercury's peculiar aflliftance 
in this place may likewife be accounted for from his relation to Myrtilus who 
was ilain by Pelops, 



End of A C T IV. 



A C T V; 
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A C T V. 

SCENE I. 

ELECTRA, CHORUS. 

E L E C T R A. 
/^I my dear friends, they are about it now, 
The deed is doing; but be ftill. 
CHORUS. 

What deed? 
How? where? 

, ELECTRA. 
She doth prepare the fun'ral banquet; 
But they are not far from her. 

'Bb CHORUS. 

O ! my dearfriendsy &c. To avoid the horror of a murther on the ftagc, 
which, however familliar to us, the antients confider'd as (hocking and difguft- 
ful, Sophocles has contrived that it fliall be done within the palace -, but as 
Elcdra had received no commands from the oracle to revenge the death of Aga-- 
memnon, there would have been an indecency and impropriety in making her 
a witnefs or acceffary to the murther : (he therefore leaves her brother to kiU 
Clytaemneftra, and comes out ; which at the fame time gives her an opportu-r 
nity of watching the arrival of iEgifthus, and preventing any interruption from 
him. The appearance of Eledra on the ftage in this place is abfolutely necef- 
fary, as without it no reafon could be affign'd for the return of Oreftes i and 
thus the reft of the bufincfs of the drama muft hav? been tranfadted out of fighl 
of the apdience, who would confequendy remain ftrangers to the cataftrophe, 

7befunrnl banquet. The Greek is AgoTjTct ycGa[ji€h lebetem parat, alluding 
Jo the TreoiSfiTTvoVi or funeral banquet, which was ufually fpread on the tomb of 
thedecealed by the neareft relation. This banquet Elcdra imagines that Cly-^ 
tajmneftra was already preparing for Oreftes, whom fhc fuppofed dead : but 
fhey, fays (he, are not far from her ; that is, they who are pTeparing one fof 
her. The fentence, we fee, is purpofely left unfiaifti'd. 
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CHORUS. 

Why then leave them? 
E L E C T R A. 
To watch iBgifth\}s, left he fteal upon us 
And blaft our purpofe. 

CLYTJEMNESTRA. 

[Behind the fcenes.3 
01 I am betrayM! 
My palace full of murthVers ; not a friend 
Left to proted me. 

E L E C T R A. 
Some one cries within; 
Did you not hear? 

C H O R U S. 
It is too horrible 
For mortal ear; I tremble at the found. 

CLYT^MNESTRA. [within] 

iEgiilhus, O! where art thou? 

E L E C T R A. 

Hark! again 
The voice, and louder. 

CLY- 

Some one cries "jntbin. Dacier puts thefe words into tbe mouth of one of the 
women that compol'e the chorus j'becaufe, (fays he) Eledtra would never have 
faid '■'■ Jome ow cries out," as (he knew it muft be Clytsmneftra. Tbe reader 
may take his choice in regard to this aiteiation } 1 have left it as it ftands in the 
original, being a matter of no great confequence. ' 



E L E C T R a: 18^ 

CLYTiEMNESTRA. [within.] 

O ! my child, my child ! 
Pity thy mother, pity her who bore thee. 

E L E C T R A. 
Be thine the pity which thou fhewd'ft to him. 
And to his father. 

CHORUS. 
O! unhappy kingdom! 
Of wretched race! thy mifery is full; 
This day will finifh all. 

CLYT^MNESTRA. . [within] 
Ol I am wounded I 
E L E C T R A. 
Another ftroke. Another, if thou can'ft. 

Bb 2 CLY* 

Q / unhappy kingdom! The choru^, though fatisfied that Cl)rt8Bmneftra de- 
ferved to die, and that this adlion of Oreftes was commanded by the gods,_ are 
notwithftanding fliock'd at the execution of it : they lament the prefent, and 
exprefs their fear of future miferies in the houfe of Pelops : it is impoffible, in 
their opinion, that a family could ever profper where a wife had kill'd her huf» 
band, and a child murther'd his mother. There is fomething in this reflexion 
(Iriking and pathetic. 

Another flroke, &c. " Cc mot fait fremir," (fays Brumoy) " thefc words 
make one fhudder." Dacier is likewife of opinion that all the art of the poet is 
infufficient to reconcile us to the fiercenefs of Eledlra. We cannot, (fay thefc 
gentlemen) hear without horror a lifter exhorting her brother to murthcr her 
own mother ; nature ftarts at fuch inhumanity : Oreftes fliould be revenged, but 
by fome other hand. Thefe, and many other accufations of the fame kind, are 
brought againft Sophocles, who ftands indided of cruelty by the French critics: 
(hpir delicacy is, it feems, greatly fljock'd at what they call the atrocity of the 

ai^iortf 
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CLYTjEMNESTRA. 

Ah me! again! 

E L E C T R A. 

O! that ^gifthus too 

Groan*d with thee now. 

CHORUS. 

Then vengeance is compleat. 

The dead arife and flied their murth'rers blood 

h\ copious ftreams. 

SCENE II. 
ORESTES, PYLADES, GOVERNOR of Orestes, 
ELECTRA, CHORUS. 
E L E C T R A. 

Behold them here; their hands 

Dropping with gore ; a pious fecrifice 

To the great god of war. How is't Oreftes? 

ORESTES. 

Tis very well ; all's well, if there be truth 

In 

adion. I am notwithftanding, of opinion, that the more indulgent Englifh 
reader will acquit the poet, when he confidcrs the manners and charadler of the 
people before whom the play was reprefented. The murther of Clytaemneftra, 
we are frequently put in mind, was by command of the oracle -, and was there- 
fore look'd on by the antients, however contrary to the didtates of nature, as 
an a<a of piety. Their idea of fatality was, of itfelf, fufficient to take away all 
the horror and cruelty of it j befides which, it may be added in favour of 
Sophocles, that the ftory of Clytaemneftra, theperfons concerned in her death, 
and every circumftance attending it, was too v^ell known to the whole audience 
to admit of any material alteration in the condudt of it« 
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In great Apollo's oracles, fhe's dead. 
Thou need'ft not fear a cruel mother now, 

CHORUS. 

No more; ^gifthus comes. 

E L E C T R A. 

Inftant go in ; 

Do ye n6t fee him ? joyful he returns. 

CHORUS. 

Retire; thus far is ri^t, go on, and profper. 

ORESTES. 

Fear not, we'll do it. 

CHORUS. 

But immediately. 

ORESTES. 

I'm gone. [Exeunt Oreftes, Pylades 

E L E C T R A. and Gov.] 

For what remains here to be done. 

Be it my care ; Til whifper in his ear 

A few foft flattering words, that he may rufh 

Unknowing down precipitate on ruin. 

SCENE III. 

^GISTHUS, ELECTRA, CHORUS. 

JE G I S T H U 8. 

Which of you knows ought of thefe Phocian guefts. 

Who 

Which ofy^'U kno'ws^ &c. Clytacmneftra, wc arc to fuppofe, on receiving the 
news of Oreltcs's death, had fcnt a meflage to iEgifthus to-acquaint him with 
it 3 ne returns home therefore immediately to enquire into the particulars. 
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Who come to tell us of Orcftes' death? 

You firft I afk, Eledra, once fo proud 

And fierce of foul; it doth concern you moft; 

And therefore you, I think, can beft inform me, 

E L E C T R A. 
Yes I can tell thee ; is it po/Hble 
I ftiou'd not know it ? that were not to know 
A circumftance of deareft import to me. 

JE G I S T H U S. 

Where are they then? 

E L E C T R A. 
Within. 
. ^ G I S T H U S. 

And fpake they truth? 
E L E C T R A. 
They did ; a truth not prov'd by words aloqe, 
But fa^ls undoubted. 

^GISTHUS. 
Shall we fee him then? 
E L E C T R A. 
Ay, and a dreadful fight it is to fee. 

iE G I S T H U S. 

Thou art not wont to give me fo much joyj 
How I am glad indeed. 

E L E C- 
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E L E C T R A. 

Glad may 'ft thou be. 

If aught there is in that can give thee joy. 

JEG I S T H U S. 

Silence within, and let my palace gates 

Be open'd all; that Argos and Mycenae 

May fend her millions forth to view the fight; 

And if there are who nourilh idle hopes 

That ftill Oreftes lives, behold him here. 

And learn fubmiflion, nor inflame the croud 

Againft their lawful fov*reign, left they feel 

An angry monarch's heavieft vengeance on them* 

E L E C T R A. 

Already I have learn'd the talk, and yield 

To pow'r fuperior. 

SCENE IV. 

Opens and difcovers the body of CLVTiEMNESTRA extended on a 

bier, and cover'd with a veil. 

ORESTES, PYLADES, GOVERNOR of Ores,tes, 

^GISTHUS, ELECTRA, CHORUS, andacroud 

of Spectators from the city. 

iE G I S T H U S. 

What a fight is here! 

O! 

Glad may Jl thou be. This fpcech of Elcdira, as well as that which goes be- 
fore it, is purpofcly ambiguous s iEgifthus^ believes flie is talking of Orcflcs, 
whilft Ihe fpeaks of ClytsBmncftra, 
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O! deity fupremel this cou'd not be 

But by thy will ; and whether Nemefis 

Shall ftill o'ertake me for my crime, I know not 

Take off the veil, that I may view him well; 

He was by blood ally'd, and therefore claims 

Our decent forrows. 

ORESTES, 

Take it off thyfelf j 
Tis not my office; thee it bcft befits 
To fee and to lament. 

iE G I S T H U S. 
And fo it does ; 
And I will do*t: fend Clytaemneftra hither, [taking off the veil 

ORESTES, 

She is before thee. 

^GISTHUS. 

Tits cou'd not be. The greek js v TgTTwxoj, which, literally tranflated, an- 
fwers exadly to our phrafe, " it did not fall out." 

'tis not my office. All duties paid to the 4ead were pcrform'd by the neareft 
relations ; Oreftcs, as fuppofcd to be a ftranger, had no bufinefs with them ; 
iEgifthus therefore, himfelf, takes off tjie veil, which greaily heightens the 
furprize and horror of the cataftrophe. 

She is before thee. Of all the cataftrophes, antient or modern, which I re- 
member to have met with, this of Eledra appears to me infinitely the mod 
•intcrefting, natural, and truly dramatic. There cannot poffibly be afpedtacle 
more affedting than the fcene before us; a tyrant, murthcrer and adulterer, 
u rcprcfentcij as exulting on the death of tlje only perfon in the world wljon^ 

h9 
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^ G I S T H U S. 

Ha) what do I fee? 
ORESTES. 
Why, what^s the matter? what af&ights thee To? 
Do you not fee him? 

^GISTHUS. 

In what dreadful fhare 
Am I then fallen? 

ORESTES, 
Doft thou not now behold 
That thou art talking with the dead? 

JEGISTHUS. 

AlasI 
Too well I fee it, and thou art — Oreftes. 

Cg ORESTES, 



he had to fear, and whofe dead body he expeds to fee before him ; in (lead of 
this, on lifting up the veil, he is fhock'd, not with the corps of Oreftes, but 
that of his own wife j he perceives at once that Clytaemneftra is murther'd, 
that Oreftes is alive and clofe to him, and that he has nothing to expedl him- 
felf but immediate death t the fudden change of fortune to all the perfons con- 
cem'd, the furprife and defpair of iEgifthus, the joy and triumph in the coun- 
tenances of Oreftes and Eledlra, muft altogether have exhibited a pi<^ure wor- 
thy the pencil of a Raphael to execute : how it was aded on the Greek ftage, 
wc cannot pretend to determine, moft probably with tafte and judgment. Let 
the Englift) reader conceive thofe inimitable aftors, Quin, Garrick, and Gibber 
in the parts of ^gifthus, Oreftes, and Eledlra, and from thence form to him- 
felf fome idea of the cffedt which fuch a cataftrophe would have on a Brijifh 
;»jdicncc, 
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ORESTES.^ 

So great a '.prop&et thou, and guefs fo ill 1 

JE G I S T H U $. 
I know thatll am loft, undone for eve^j 
But let me fpeak to thee. 

, E L E C T R A. - 

Do not^ Oreftes ; 
No, not a word; what can a moment's fpace 
Profit a wretch like him to death devoted? 
Quick let him dye, and caft his carcafe forth 
To th' dogs and vultures; they will beft perform 
Fit obfequies for him: by this alone 
We can be free and happy. 

O R E S T E a 

Get thee in ; 
This is no time for talk; thy life, thy life. 

MGISTRVS, 



So great a prophet G?r. This is a fnccr of Oreftes, on his being difcovcr*d 
by iEgifthus, who had the reputation of a prophet, 

They will beft perform &c. Amongft the Greeks, to be deprived of the 
rites of fepulture was accounted a punilhment worfe than death itfelf. The 
original doth not mention dogs and vuhures> but only fays, lef him be given 
rct(p€va'h foils poUindtoribus vel libitinariis, to the only buriers (if we may 
ufe the exprcffion) that he dcferves* 
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JE G I S T H U S. 
But why go in? if what thou mean'ft to do 
Be juft, what need ^ darknefs to conQcal it? 
Why not de^dy me here? 

o a E S T E S. 

It; is not thine ♦ 

Now to command : hence to the fatal place 
Where our dear father fell, and perilh there. 

IE G I S*T H US. 
This palace then is doom'd to be the witncfs 
Of all the prefent, all the future woes 
Of Pelops' haplefs race. 

O R E 6 T E S. 
' Of thine, at leaft 

C c a , It 

Hence to the fatal place &c. iEgifthus muft be llaln in the very fpot where 
he kiird Agamemnon ; this heightens the juOice of the action, and at the 
fame time prevents the fpilling of blood on the ftage, which Sophocles judi- 
cioufly avoids. The juilfce of Oreftes puts us in mind of a flmilar pafr?ge in 
holy writ, " in the place where dogS licked the blood of Naboth, ihall dogs 
« lick thy blood, even thine." 

See I Kings, 21, 19. 

Of thine at leaji C^c. The antients were of opinion, tijat the words of 
dying men were always prophetic ; iEgifthus therefore perceiving that his 
death was determined, foretells the fate of Oreftes, doom'd to be tormented 
for the murther of his mother ; Oreftes interrupts his fpeech, by afluring him. 
that his own fate was unavoidable : the Snglifh reader will recolle<5t a pi- 

rallel 
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It fhall be witoefs; that's my prophecy, 
And a moil true one. 

iEGISTHUS. 

'Tis not from thy father* 
ORESTES. 

Thou talk*ft, and time is loft. Away. 

JE G I S T H U S. 

I follow, 
O R E S'T E S. 
Thou (halt go firft. 

JE G I S T H U S. 
Think'ft thou I mean to fly? . 
ORESTES. 
No; but Fd make thy end moft bitter to thee 
In ev*ry circumftance, nor let thee choofe 
The fofteft means. Were all like thee to periiK 
Who violate the laws, 'twou'd leflen much 
The guilt of mortals, and reform mankind,. 

[Ejjeunt,- 

CHORUS. 

rallel pafTage in Sbakefpear, where Richard the third cuts off the prophecies 
<»f Henry the fixth, with 

Die, prophet, in thy fpeech ; 

For this among the reft was I urdain'd. 



'.I 
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CHORUS. 
O I race of Atreus ! after all thy woes, 
How art thou thus by one adventurous deed 
To freedom and to happinefs reftor'd! 



F I N I 
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PHILOCTETES. 






Dramatis Perfonae. 



U L Y S S E S, king of Ithaca. 

N E O P T O L E M U S, fon ©f Achilles. 

PHI LO C T E T E S, fon of Paean and Companion ofHerculcs. 

A S P Y. 

HERCULES, 

CHORUS 

Compofed of the companioiis of Ulvs8E« and Nboptolemus, 

SCENE Leninosy near a grotto, in a rock by the fea-iide. 



(ZOI ) 



PHILOCTETES. 



ACT L 

SCENE I. 

ULYSSES, NEOPTOLEMUS, ATTENDANT* 

ULYSSES. 
^ A T length, my noble frknd, thou braveft fi>o 
XJL Of a brave fether, father of us all. 
The great Achilles, we have reach'd the fhore 
Of fea-^rt Leninos, delart and forlorn. 
Where never tread of human ftep is feen. 
Or voice of mortal heard, fave his alone. 
Poor Philodetes, Paan*s wretched fon, 

D d Whom 

Poor PBilo^eteSy &c. It is reported of Philodetes, that Hercules, at his death 
on mount Hyllus, bequeath'd to hkn, as a teflimony of his efleem, his bow and 
arrows j the extraordinary virtues of which we (hall find frequently alluded to 
in this piece. Philodetes after this, being in fearch of an altar dedicated to his 
deceafed friend> in the iiland of Chryfa, was there bit by a ferpent j the wound ^ 
fefler'dy and an incurable ulcer enfiied» cotwithftanding which he proceeded 

in 
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Whom here I leftj for luch were my commands 

From Grecia's chiefs, when by his fatal wound 

Opprefs'd, his groans and e:^ecrations dreadful 

Alarm'd our hofts, our facred rites profan'd, 

And interrupted holy facrifice. 

But why fhou'd I repeat the tale? the time 

Admits not of delay, we muft not linger, 

Left he discover our arrival here. 

And all our purposed fraud to draw him hence 

Be ineffedlual; lend me then thy aid: 

Surveying 

in his voyage to aflift at the ficge of Troy j when the wound growing deipe- 
rate, his continual cries and groans interrupted the motions of the war, ancj 
probably dishearten'd the foldiers ; the Grecian chiefs therefore thought it 
advifeable to remove him from the army. A fuperftidous belief was inftill'd 
into the multitude, that Philod:etcs was ftruck by the hand of the gods with 
an incurable diftemper 5 and Ulyflcs was order'd to carry him to Lcmnos, an 
uninhabited ifland in the iEgean fea, and leave him there to the care of provi-. 
dence. In this miferable fituation he remained for ten years ; the Greeks ia 
the mean time are informed by an oracle, that Troy could never be comjuer'd 
without the arrowis of Hercules, then in the poffeffion of Philodctes, Ulyilcs 
and Neoptolemus arc difpatch'd with commands to bring him to the fiege. 
The manner in which this expedition was conducted, an4 thp mean* mad« 
ufe of by the artful Ulyffes to gain the arrows of Hercules, conftitute the fub- 
jed of the tragedy 5 ivhich though extremely barren of dramatic incidents, and 
diverted of every theatrical ornament, abounds at the fame time in fuch amia«- 
ble fimplicity, luch ftrength of colouring, and propriety of charaiScr and manr 
ners, as may, perhaps, render it even more pleafing to the judicious and claf- 
fical reader than thofe plays of Sophocles where tjie table is apparently more 
interefting, and the manners much more fimilar to our own. The celebrated 
archbifl:iop of Cambray was fo ftruck with the ftory of Philoftetcs, that he has 
taken the pains to weave it into his excellent work, where it forms a very 
jbi^aj^tiful epifodc;! 

gee Telemacjue, b. i ^, 
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Surveying round thee, canfl thou ice a rock 

With double entrance; to the fun's warm rays 

In winter open, and in fummer's heat 

Giving free paflage to the welcome breeze? 

A little to the left, there is a fountain 

Of living water, where, if yet he breathes, 

He flakes his thirfl ; if aught thou feefl of thi^ 

Inform me; fb {hall each to each impart 

Council moil fit, and ferve our common caufe* 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

[leaving Ulyfles a little behind h m t 

If I miflake not, I behold a cave, 

Ev'n fuch as thou defcrib'fl. 

ULYSSES. 

Doft thou ? which way ? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Yonder it is; but no path leading thither^ 

Or trace of human footflep. 

ULYSSES. 

In hi& celt 

A chance but he hath lain him down to rcfl;, 

Look if hfe hath not. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

[advancing towards the cave^. 

Not a creature there. 

Dda ULYSSES^ 
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ULYSSES. 
Nor food, nor mark of houdiold preparation? 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 
A ruflic bed of fcatter'd leaves. 

ULYSSES. 

What more? 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 
A wooden bowl, the work of fome rude hand. 
With a few fticks for fuel. 

ULYSSES. 
This is aU 
His little treafiire here. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Unhappy man! 
Some linen for his wounds. 

ULYSSES. 

This muft be then 
His place of habitation ; far from hence 
He cannot roam ; diftemper'd as he is. 
It were impoflible; he is but gone 
A little way for needful food, or herb 
Of pow'r to Twage and mitigate his pain. 
Wherefore dilpatch this fervant to fome plage 
Of obfervation, /whence he may efpy 



/• 



Hi< 
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His ev*ry motion, left he rufh upon us. 
There's not a Grecian whom his foul fo much 
Cou'd wifh to crufh beneath him as Ulyfles. 

[Makes a fignal to the attendant, who retires* 
SCENE II. 
NEOPTOLEMUS, ULYSSES. 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 
He's gone to guard each avenue; and now. 
If thou haft aught of moment to iippart 

Touching our purpofe, fay it ; I attend. 

ULYSSES. 
Son of Achilles, mark me well; remember 
What we are doing, not on ftrength alone. 
Or courage, but on condud will depend; 
Therefore if ayght uncommon be proposed, 
Strange to thy ears, and adverfe to thy nature, 
Refled that 'tis thy duty to comply. 
And ad conjundive with me, 

N ^ Q PTOLEMUS. 
Well! what is it? 
ULYSSES. 
We Jiiuft deceive this Philodetes; that 
Will be thy tafk; when he fliall afk thee who 
And what thou art, Achilles' fon, replyj 

Thys 
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Thus far within the verge of truth, no more; 

Add, that refentmcnt fir*d thee to forfakc 

The Grecian fleet, and feek thy native foil, 

Unkindly us'd by thofe who long with vows 

Had ibught thy aid to humble haughty Troy, 

And when thou cam'jd, ungrateful as they were, 

The arms of great Achilles, thy juft right. 

Gave to Ulyfles; here thy bitter taunts 

And (harp invedives lib*rally bcftow 

On me; lay what thou wilt, I ihall fbrgfve. 

And Greece will not forgive thee if thou dc^ not; 

For againft Troy thy efforts all are vain 

Without his arrows: fafely thou may*ft hold 

Friendfhip and convert with him, but I cannot* 

Thou wert not with us when the war began. 

Nor bound by folemn oath to jdin our hoft 

As I was ; me he knows, and if he find 

That I am with thee, we are both undone. 

They muft be ours then, thefe all-conquering arms ; 

Remember 

The arms of great Achilles. The conteft concerning the arms of Achilles 
was folely between Ajax and Ulyfles ; we have no account that Neoptoleoius 
laid any claim to them. As Philodetes however had been abfent during the 
whole affair, Ulyfles was at liberty to fubftitute Neoptolemus in the rooni of 
Ajax,. efpecially as his being the fon of Achiles naturally juiHfied his preten- 
iions to the arms of his father $ the fitSion therefore was probable. 

7he/e all-conqu'ring arms. A difpute concerning a bow and arrows may 
probably feem to a modem, critic but an unpromifing fubjc(5t for a tragedy ; but 

the 
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Remember that. I know, thy noUe nature 
Abhors the thought <^ treachery or &aud; 
But what a glorious prize is vidory! 
Therefore be bold; we will be juft hereafter. 
Give to deceit and me a little portion 
Of one fhort day, and for thy future life 
Be called the holiefl, worthieft, befl; of men. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
What but to hear alarms my confcious foul. 
Son of Laertes, I fhall never pradlife. 
I was not born to flatter or betray; ' 

Nor I, nor he (the voice of fame reports) 
Who gave me birth ; what open arms can do 
Behold me prompt to a6^, but ne'er to fraud 
Will I defcend; fure we can more than match 

la 

the defenders of Sophocles muft defire him to recoiled, Aat on thofe arrows, 
however uninterefting the circumftancc may at firft appear, depended no Icfs 
than the fate of a whole nation ; politically confider'd therefore, it was a point 
^f the utmoft confequence ; if the poet had not thought fo, he would certainly 
have been inexcufable in bringing down a deity at lafl, as we fhall fee in the ca« 
taftrophc, to determine it. 

We will be juji hereafter. This advice is put with great propriety into the 
mouth of the artful Ulyffes, who, like other fubde pandars to vice, perfuades 
his friend to the commiffion of a crime, and at the fame time propofes the pal- 
liative of future repentance and virtue. An evafive and fubde excufe for guilt, 
which has perhaps done more injury to the caufe of religion and truth than any 
other whatever. Neoptolemus anfwers it with all the honeft indignation that 
fuch a fentiment deferved. The characters, we may obferve of the two heroes^ 
^re finely contrafted, and ferve like light and {hade, greatly to animate and en« 
]iyen iJbie whole beautiful piaurel 
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In ftrength a foe thus lame and impotent* 

I came to be a helpmate to thee, not 

A bafe betrayer; and OI king, believe me, 

Rather, much rather would I fall by virtue, 

Than rife by guilt to certain vidory. 

ULYSSES. 

O! noble youth, and worthy of thy fire, 

When I like thee was young, like thee of fttength 

And courage boaftful, little did I deem 

Of human policy; but long experience 

Hath taught me, fon, *tis not the pow'rful arm 

But foft enchanting tongue that governs all. 

NEOPTOLEMUS; 

And thou woud*il have me tell an odious falfehood? 

ULYSSES. 

He mud be gained by fraud. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

By fraud ? and why 

Not by perfuafion? 

ULYSSES. 

He'll not liften to it; 

And force were vainer ftill. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

What mighty powV 
Hath he to boafl? 

ULYSSES. 



/ 
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ULYSSES. 
His arrows wing'd with death 
Inevitable. 

N E O P T O L E M U S. 
Then it were not fafe 
Ev'n to approach him. 

ULYSSES, 
No; unlefs by fraud 
He be fecur'd. 

. N E O P T O L E M U S. 
And think'ft thou 'tis not bafe 
To tell a lye then ? 

ULYSSES., 
Not if on that lye 
Depends our fafety. 

N E O P T O L E M U S. 

Who Ihall dare to tell it 

E e Without 

TbinKfi thou V« not bafe &c. The chara<Ster of Neoptolemus 15 copied froin' 
that of his father, who is rcprefcnted by Homer as of an open and ingenuous 
difpofition, and a foe to lying and diflimulation } in the ninth book of the 
Iliad^ he ciys out, 

E^S-^os yei^ jjiot mivoi ofjuos aiS'a.o toAwo-ji', 

O5 J'' iTSoov fjiev MvSrei en (p^ecriy, oAAj Se Ccc^u, 

Who dares think one thing, and another tell, 

My heart detefts him as the gates of hell. Pope.^ 

words that deferve, though from a heathen writer, to be written in letters of 
gold, and graven, as Sojomon fays, in the tablets of the heart. 



/. 
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Without a blufh? 

ULYSSES. 
We need not blufh at aught 
That may promote our intVefl and fucce^. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
But where's the int'reft that ihou'd biafs me? 
Come he or not to Troy, imports it aught 
To Neoptolemus ? 

ULYSSES. 
Troy cannot fall 
Without his arrows. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Said*ft thou not, that I 
Was defbin*d to deftroy her? 

ULYSSES. 

Without them 
Nought canft thou do, and they without thee nothing. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Then I muft have them. 

ULYSSES. 

When thou haft, remember 



then Imuji have them. The ftruggle between ambition and virtue in the 
breaft of Neoptolemus, is natural and afFedting;, The fubtle Ulyflcs had difco- 
ver'd that his foible was the love of glory, and therefore attacks him in the only 
part where he was open to perfuifion. The virtue of Neoptolemus ftaggers at 
the reward propofed, and he fubmits to a treachery which his foul abhors. 
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A double prize awaits thee. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
What, Ulyffes? 
ULYSSES. 
The glorious names of valiant and of wife. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Away ; I'll do it. Thoughts of guilt or fhame 
No more appall me. 

ULYSSES. 
Wilt thou do it then? 
Wilt thou remember what I told thee of? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Depend on*t ; I have promised ; that's fuiHcient.* 

ULYSSES. 
Here then remain thou; I muft not be feen; 
If thou ftay long, I'll , fend a faithful fpy 
Who in a failor's habit well difguis'd 
May pafs unknown ; of him, from time to time. 
What beft may fuit our purpofe thou fhalt know. 
I'll to the fliip ; farewel j and may the god 
Who brought us here, the fraudful Mercury, 
And great Minerva, guardian of our country, 
And ever kind to me, proted us ftill. [Exeunt. 

Ee 2 SCENE 

^e fraudful Mercury, Sec note in Ele^ra, p. 1 84. 
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SCENE III. 

CHORUS, NEOPTOLEMUS. 

CHORUS. 

Mafter, inftruft us, ftrangers as we are, 
What we may utter, what we muft conceal. 
Doubtlefs the man. we feek will entertain 
Sufpicion of us 5 how are we to a£t? 
To thofe alone belongs the art to rule,. 
Who bear the fcepter from the hand of Jovej 
To thee of right devolves the pow*r liipreme, 
From thy great anceftors deliver'd down; 
Speak then, our royal lord, and we obey. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
If you wou'd penetrate yon deep recefs 
To fee the cave where Philodetes lyes. 

Go 

Majier^ injlruB us G?r. According to the original defign of the chorus, 
th^ir chief bulineft was to take the part of diftrefs'd virtue \ to counter-aft the 
bad effedts that might arife from vitious charailers, and to draw moral infer- 
ences from the adlion of the drama : they are generally therefore, as in the 
two preceding plays of Ajax and Eledlra, attendants on, and friends to the 
hero or heroine of the piece \ a propriety which the fubjedt of the tragedy be- 
fore us would by no means admit, the Jiftcefs of Philoftetes arifing in a great 
meafure from his being left alone in the ifland ; the chorus, for this reafon, is 
compofcd not of the friends of the hero, but th« foldiers and followers of 
Ulyfles and Neopto'emus ; wc muft not be furprifed therefore to find them 
confpiring with their mafters to deceive Philodletes, , and throughout the play 
aiding and afiifting the defigns of their commanders ; they, notwithftanding, 
perlQim the officium virile prefcribed by Horace, and exprefs their pity and 
concern fur the man, whom it is not in their power to relieve. 
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Go forward; but remember to return 

When the poor wandVer comes this way, prepared 

To aid our purpofe here, if need require. 

CHORUS. 
O! king, we ever meant to fix our eyes 
On thee, and wait attentive to thy will; 
But, tell us, in what part is he conceal'd ? 
'Tis fit we know the place, left unobferv'd 
He rufli upon us; which way doth it lye? 
See'ft thou his footfteps leading from the cave, | 
Or hither bent? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

[advancing towards the cave. 

Behold the double door 
Of his poor dwelling, and the flinty bed. 

CHORUS. 
And whither is its wretched matter gone? 

NEOPTOLEMUS; 
Doubtlefs in fearch of food, and not far off; 
For fuch his inanner is; accuftom'd here. 
So fame reports, to pierce with winged arrows 
His favage prey for daily fuftenance. 
His wound ftill painful, and no hope of cure, 

CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 

Alas I I pity him; without a friend. 

Without a fellow-fufFVer, left alone, 

Depriv'd of all the mutual joys that flow 

From fweet fociety, diftcmper'd too; 

How can he bear it? Ol unhappy race 

Of mortal man ! doom'd to an endlefs round 

Of Ibrrows, and immeafurable woe! 

Second to none in feir nobility 

Was Philodetes, of illuftrious race; 

Yet here he lyes, from ev'ry human aid 

Far off removed in dreadful folitude, 

And mingles with the wild and favage herd; 

With them in famine and in mifery 

Confumes his days, and weeps their commcm fate 

Unheeded, fave when babbling echo mourns 

In bitt'reft notes rcii)onfive to his woe, 

N E O F' 

'Alas / J pity bim, &c. The lamentation of the chorus in this fcene, as it 
(lands in the original, is in Strophe and Antiftrophe, and was therefore moft 
probably, as 1 have before obferved, fet to mufic and fung j but as it makes at 
the fame time part of their conrerfation with Neoptolemus, I could not throw 
it into ode or rhyme without interrupting the narration, and giving a motley 
appearance to the dialogue ; I have therefore left it in blank vcrfe. The de-f 
fcription of Philodetes'sdiftrefs, in this'paffage, is in the Greek inimitably beau* 
tiful, which I have endeavour'd to give my readers forae imperfect idea of ii* 
the t^anilationf 
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NEOPTOLEMUS. 
And yet I wonder not ; for if aright 
I judge, from angry heav'n the fentence camej 
And Chryfa was the cruel fource of all ; 
Nor doth this fad difeafe inflift him ftill 
Incurable, without aflenting gods ; 
For fo they have decreed, left Troy fhou*d fall 
Beneath his arrows e*er th* appointed time 
Of it*s deftrudion come. 

CHORUS. 
No more, my Ion; 
NEOPTOLEMUS, 
What fayft thou? 

CHORUS. 
Sure I heard a difinal groan 
Of fome afflicaed wretch. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Which way ? 

C H O R U Si 

From angry heav'n, &c. The ftory of Philodetes, as related in the fif- 
teenth bock of Tclemaque, differs from that of Sophocles in this particular j 
Philodtetes there informs Telemachus that he drop'd by chance one of the 
arrows of HerculeS on his own foot, and that the wound remain 'd for a long 
time incurable. He likewife attributes this misfortune and all the diftrefs, which 
he fufFer'd at Lemnos, to his crime in difcovcring to Ulyflcs the place where 
Hercules died, and which he had folemnly fworn to conceal. The gods there- 
fore puniih'd him for his perjury. 
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CHORUS. 

ev'n now 
I hear it, and the found as of fome ftep 
Slow-moving this way, he is not far from us; 
tlis plaints are louder now ; prepare, my fon. 
NEOPTOLEMUS, 
For what? 

CHORUS. 
New troubles ; for behold he comes ; 
Not like the {hepherd with his rural pipe 
And chearful fong, but groaning heavily ; 
Either his wounded foot againfl fome thorn 
Hath ftruck, and pains him forely, or perchance 
He h^th elpied from far fome fhip attempting ' 
To enter this inhofpitable port, 
And hence his cries to fave it from deftrudion. 



[Exeunt, 



AV/ like tbejhe^berdy &c. Otway has caught this image in his Orphan. 

•• Sweet as the fliepherd's pipe upon the mountain.". 



End of ACT I. 
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A C T n. 

SCENE I. 

PHILOCTETES, NEOPTOLEMUS, CHORUS^ 

PHILOCTETES. 
OAY, welcome ftrangers, what difaftrous fate 

Led you to, this inhofpitable fhore, 
Nor haven fafe, nor habitation fit 
Affording ever ? of what clime, what race? 
Who are ye? Ipeakj if I may truft that garb 
Familiar once to me, ye are of Greece, 
My much-lov*d country ; let me hear the found 
Of your long-wifh'd for voices ; do not look 
With horror on me, but in kind compafHoA 
Pity a wretch deferted and forlorn 

Ff In 

Say^ welcome grangers y &c. The abfurdity of dividing the Greek tragedies 
into five adts, which is perpetually recurring to us, appears remarkably 
evident in this place. Brumoy was obliged tp make this the beginning of the 
fecond adl, though it is apparent the ftage is not empty. Philodtetes enters to 
Neoptolemus and the Chorus whilft they are talking of him. There was, how- 
ever, no other method of dividing the play without making the firft aft thre^ 
times as long as any of the reft ; 1 have therefore followed this divifion merely 
for a paufe to the Englifli reader* 

Do not looky &c. Philo<ftetes, we may naturally imagine, after ten years 
ftay on an uninhabited ifland, made but an uncouth and favage appearance; 
this addrefs to the chorus therefore, who are fhock'd at his figure, is extremely 
natural, as is indeed almoft every thing which Sophocles puts into the mouths 
of (svery charader in the drama^ 
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In this fad place ; O I if ye come as friends, 
Speak then, and anfwer, hold fbme converfe with me, 
For this at lead from man to man is due. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Know, ftranger, firft what mofl thou {eem*ft to wiih^ 
We are of Greece. 

PHILOCTETES. 
O I happinefs to hear I 
After fb many years of dreadful fUence, 
How welcome was that found I Ol tell me, fon. 
What chance, what purpofe, who conduAed thee? 
What brought thee hither, what propitious gale? 
Who art thou ? tell me all ; inform me quickly. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Native of Scyros, thither I return; ' 
My name is Neoptolemus, the fbn 
Of brave Achilles. I have told thee all. 

PHILOCTETES. 
Dear is thy country, and thy father dear 
To me, thou darling of old Lycomede ; 
But tell me in what fleet, and whence thou cam'fl. 

NEOP- 

Native of Scyros, &c. Scyros was an ifland in the iEeean fca, of which 
Lycoiijedcs was king j hither Achilles was brought in woman's apparel to a- 
vojd the Trojan war, and fallin?^ in love with Deidamia, the king's daughther, 
had hf her Pyrrhus, othcrwife cail'd Neoptolemus. This explains what fol- 
lows, where Philodetes calls him the " darling of old Lycomede." 
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NEOPTOLEMUS. 
From Troy. 

PHILOCTETES; 

From Troy? I think thou wert not with tis, 
When firft our fleet fail'd forth. 

N E O P T O L E M U 8. 

Wert thou then there? 
Or know*ft thou aught of that great enterprize? 

PHILOCTETES. 
Know you not then the man whom you behold ? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
How fhou'd I know whom I had never ieen? 

PHILOCTETES. 
Have you ne'er heard of me, nor of my name? 
Hath my lad ftory never reach'd your car ? 

N E O P T O L E M U S. 

Never. 

PHILOCTETES. 

Alas! how hateful to the gods, 
How very poor a wretch muft I be then. 
That Greece (hou'd never hear of woes like mine I 
But they who fent me hither, they conceal'd them, 
And fmile triumphant, whilft my cruel wounds 
Grow deeper ftill. O ! fprung from great Achilles, 

F f 2 Behold 



I 
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Behold before thee Paan*s wretched fon, 

With whom, a chance but thou haft heard, remain 

The dreadful arrows of renowned Alcides, 

Ev'n the unhappy Philodetes, him 

Whom the Atridae and the vile Ulyflcs 

Inhuman left, diftemper'd as I was 

By the cnvenom'd ferpent's deep-felt wound ; 

Soon as they faw that, with long toil opprcfs'd. 

Sleep had o'erta'en me on the hollow rock. 

There did they leave me when from Chryfa's fhore 

They bent their fatal courfe; a little food 

And thefe few rags were all they wou*d beftowj 

Such one day be their fate I Alas ! my fon, 

How dreadful, think'ft thou, was that waking to me. 

When from my fleep I rofe and faw them not! 

How did I weep ! and mourn my wretched ftate ! 

When 

How did I weep, &c. The character of Melifander in the Agamemnon of 
Thompfon, is a clofe imitation of the Philo£tetes. Our excellent defcriptive 
poet has there transfufed the fpirit of Sophocles, and painted the miferies of 
folitude in thg warmeft colours. Thompfon even improves on the pafTage be- 
fore us in the following lines, which are fo beautiful that I cannot help transo 
fcrihing them. 

Cafl on the wildefl of the Cyclad iiles, 
Where never human foot had mark'd the Hiore, 
Thefe ruffians left me ■ y et, believe me, Areas, 
Such is the rooted love we bear mankind. 
All ruffians as they were, I never heard 

A found fo difmal as their parting oars. See Thomp. Agam. i£t 3; 
The fentiment in the two laft lines is remarkably natural and pathetic ; but I 
refer my readers to the play itfelf,. which abounds in many fine imitations of 
the anticnt tragedy. 
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When not a flii^ remain'd of all the fleet 
That brought me here 5 no kind companion left 
To mihifter or needful food or balm 
*ro my fad wounds: on ev'ry fide I look'd, 
And nothing faw but woe ; of that indeed 
Meafure too full : for day lucceeded day, 
And ftill no comfort came; myfelf alone 
Cou'd to myfelf the means of life afford, 
In this poor grotto ; on rriy bow I liv'd : 
The winged dove, which my fliarp arrow ffew. 
With pain I brought into my little hut, 
And feafted there; then from the broken ice 
I flak'd my thirll, or crept into the wood 
For ufeful fuel ; from the Aricken flint 
I drew the latent ipark, that warms me flill. 
And ftill revives, this with my humble roof 
Preferve me, fon ; but O ! my wounds remain I 
Thou fee'ft an ifland defolatc and wafte; 
No friendly port, nor hopes of gain to tempt. 

Nor 

^e winged dove, &c. 

Herbs were my food, thofe blefled (lores of health j. 
Only, when winter from my daily fearch 
Withdrew my verdant meal, I was oblig'd 
In faithlefs fnares to feize, which truly griev'd me. 
My fylvan friends, that ne'er till then had known^ 
And therefore dreaded lefs, the tyrant man. 
:' See Thompfon's Agamemaon. 
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Nor hoft to welcome in tbc traveller; 

Few feek the wild inhofpitable fhore. 

B/ adverfe winds, fometimes th* unwilling gueib. 

As well thou .iiiayft foppofe, were hither driv*n ; 

But when fhey came, thej only pity'd me. 

Gave me a little food, or better garb 

To fhield me from the cold ; iji vaip I pray'd 

That they wou'd bear me to my native foil, 

For none wou*d -li^en : here for ten long years 

Have I remain'd, .whiJft mil^ry and famine 

Keep frefh my wounds, ^nd double piy nusfqrtune. 

This have th' Atrid«. and UlyfTes done. 

And may the gods with equal woes repay them I 

CHORUS. 
OI fon of P^ean, well might thofe, whb came 
And faw thee thus, in kind compafHon weep; 
I too muft pity thee; I can no more. 

N E O P T O L E M U S. 
I can bear witnefs to thpe, for I know 
:By fad experience what th* Atrids are, 
Apd what, Ulyfles, 

P H I L O C T E T E S. 
Haft thou. fufFer'd then ? 
And doft thou hate them too? 

NEOP, 
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NEOPTOLEMUS. 
O! that thefe hands 
Cou*d vindicate my wrongs \ Mycense then 
And Sparta (hou'd Confefs that Scyros boajfts: 
Of ions as brave and valiant as their own. 

PHILOCTETES. 

O ! noble youth I but wherefore cain*ft thou hither f 
Whence this refentment? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
I will tell thee all, 
If I can bear to tell it: know then, foons 
As great Achilles dy*d— 

P H I L O C T E T E Si 

Q ! flay, my Ibn^, 
h then Achilles dead? 

NEOPTOLEMUS, 
He is, and not 
By mortal hand, but by Apollo's fliaft 
Fell glorious. 

PFTILOe. 

Mycena then and Sparta^ (Sc. Two cities of Pcloponncfus^ Neoptolemus- 
here threatens Agamemnon and Menelaus, the former of whom was king of 
Mycenae, and the latter of Sparta. 

By Apollo sjhaft. Homer, and after him VirgH, makes Phcebus affift Paris 
in the death of Achilles, by wounding him with an arrow in the heel, the 
only part oj him that was vulnerable. 
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PHILOCTETES. 
OI moft worthy of each other, 
The flayer and the flaini permit me, fon, 
To mourn his fate, e*er I attend to thine. [he weeps. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Alas! thou need'ft not weep for other's woes, 
Thou haft enough aheady of thy. own. 

PHILOCTETES. 
'Tis very true j and therefore to thy tale,. 

NEOPTOLilMUS, 
.Thus then it was. Soon as Achilles dy'd, 
Phcenix, the guardian of his tender years, 
Inftant faiFd forth, and fought me out at S^yrosj 
With him the wary chief Ulyffes came; 
They told me then (or true or falfe I kqpw not) 
My father dead, by me, and me alone 
Proud Troy muft fall; I yielded to their pray'rsj 
I hop'd to fee at leaft the de^r remain? 
Of him, whom living I had long in vain 
Wifli'd to hehold; fafe at Sigeum's port 
Soon we arrived ; in crouds the num'rous hoft 
Tbrong'd to embrace me, call'd the gods to witnefs 
Jp me once more they faw their lov'd Achilles 



To 



JPhcenix, (^c. See Homer, book 9. 
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To life reftor'd ; but he alas I was gone. 

I fhed the duteous tear, then fought my friends 

Th' Atridae, (friends I thought 'em) claim*d the am» 

Of my dead father, and what elfe remained 

His late poflefHon, when, Ol cruel words I 

And wretched I to hear them! thus they anfwer'd; 

" Son of Achilles, thou in vain demand'ft 

** Thofe arms already to Ulyfles giv'n; 

" The reft be thine;" I wept; and is it thus, 

Indignant I reply 'd, ye dare to give 

My right away ? Know, boy, Ulyfles cry*d, 

That right was mine, and therefore they beftow'd 

The boon on me, me who preferv'd the arms 

And him who bore them too. With anger fir'd 

At this proud Ipeech, I threaten'd all that rage 

Cou'd didate to me, if he not return d them. 

Stung with my words, yet calm, he anfwer*d me ; 

Thou wert not with us; thou wert in a place, 

Where thou fhou'dft not have been; and fince thou mean'ft 

To brave me thus, know, thou fhalt never bear 

G g Thofe 

And him who bore them, Ulyfles was reported to have taken away the dead 
body of Achilles from the Trojans, and carried it off the field of battle to tbc 
Grecian camp. Ovid mentions this in his account of the conteil;, 
His humeris, his inquam hymcris, €go corpus Achillis 
}£t limul arma tuli, Meta. book 15, 
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« 

Thofe arms with thcc to Scyros; *tis reiblv*d« 
Thus injur'd, thus deprived of all I held 
Moft pfccious, by the worft of men, I lefc 
The hateful place, and feek my native foil; 
Nor do I blame fo much the proud Ulyfles 
As his bale maflers: anny, city, all 
Depend on thofe who rule : when men grow vile 
The guilt is theirs who taught them to be wicked. 
IVe told thee all, and him who hates th' Atrids 
I hold a friend to me, and to the gods. 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE. 
O earth ! thou mother of great Jove, 
Embracing all with univerfal love. 

Author benign of evVy good, 
Thro' whom PaAoIus rolls his golden flood. 
To thee, whom in thy rapid car 
Fierce lions draw, I rofe and made my pray'r. 



To 



0/ earthy &c. This is an occafional fang of the chorus, which is very fliort, 
confifting only of a ftrophe of thirteen lines in the original ; we (hall find the 
antiftrophe at a confiderable diftance from it, breaking the dialogue in a man* 
xier very uncommon. 

Embracing all, &c. The earth, under the various names of Cybele, Ops, 
Khea and Vefta, call'd the mother of the gods, was worfliip'd in Phrygia and 
Lybia, where the river Paftolus is faid to have enrich'd Croefus with its fands« 
Cybcle is reprefcnted by the poets as drawn by lions. 
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To thee I made my forrows known, 
When from Achilles* injur'd ion 
Th* Atridae gave the prize, that fatal day 
When proud Ulyffes bore his arms away. 

PHILOCTETES. 
I wonder not, my friend, to fee you here, 
And I believe the tale ; for well I know 
The men who wrong*d you, know the bafe Ulyfles; 
Falfehood and fraud dwell on his lips, and nought 
That's juft or good can be expeded from himj 
But ftrange it is to me, that Ajax prefent 
He dare attempt it. 

N E O P T O L E M U S. 
Ajax is no more; 
Had he been living, I had ne'er been ipoil'd 
Thus of my right, 

PHILOCTETES. 
Is he then dead? 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 

He is. 
PHILOCTETES. 
Alas! the fon of Tydeus, and that flave, 

G g 2 Sold 

Sen of Tydeus, Diomede. ' 
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Sold by his father Sifyphus, they live, 
Unworthy as they are, 

N E O P T O L E M U S. 
Alas! they do, 
And flourifh ftill. 

PHILOCTETES. 

My old and worthy friend 
The Pylian fage, how is he? he cou'd fee 
Their arts, and wou'd have giv'n them better couniels. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. . 
Weighed down with grief he lives, but, moft unhappy,. 
Weeps his loft fon, his dear Antilochus. 

PHILOCTET E S. 
O I double woe I whom I cou*d moft have wifli'd 
To live and to be happy, thofe to perifli! 
Ulyfles to fiirvive ! it fliou'd not be. 

N E O P- 

Sold by his father i &c. It was reported that Anticlea was taken away by 
Laertes after her marriage with Sifyphus, and when fhe was with child of Ulyf- 
fes, for which Sifyphus the firft hufband received a fum of money j Ulyfles 
therefore was often reproach'd with being the fon of Sifyphus. 

See a note in Ajax, p. 15* 

The Pylianfage. Neftor, king of Pylos. Agamemnon had fuch an opinion 
of his wifdom that Homer makes him fay, if he had ten fuch counfellors Troy 
would foon fall before him. 

JFeeps bis lojifon, Antilochus was flain by Memnon in the Trojan war, 
' See Homer's Od. b. 4. 
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NEOPTOLEMUS. 
01 *tis a fubde foe; but deepeft plans 
May fometimes fail. 

PHILOCTETES. 

Where was Patroclus then^ 
Thy father's deareft friend? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

He too was dead. 
In war, alas! fo fate ordains it ever. 
The coward *fciapes, the brave and virtuous falf. 

PHILOCTETESi 
It is too true ; and now thou talk'ft of cowards. 
Where is that worthlels wretch, of readiefl tongue^ 
Subtle and voluble ? 

NEOP»* 

• / V/i a fubtle foe. The original v^ 

which Brumoy tranflatcs thus, * Antiloque etoit brave, mais la valeur eft fbiw I 

* vent mal recompenfee, * Antilochus was brave, but valour is often ill- rewarded/ ! 

The fenfe of this paffage^ fays he, is doubtful, but it certainly alludes to Antilo- j 

chus. With all due deference to Mr. Brumoy *s judgment, I cannot help think* i 

ing that he is here miftaken, Philodetes had juft: obferved that Ulyfles ftill 
lived 5 and Neoptolemus immediately anfvvcrs» * O ! he is a fubtle foe,' Xof o; 
.9ra«?uw$jj^ * a cunning, wreftler.' Sophocles muft certainly mean Ulyfles, for how 
can Xofos (according to Brumoy *s tranflation) fignify brave, or Sofow yroofjiou 
be interpreted valour ? Thomfon had apparently this very paflage in his cyej 
when he makes Melifahder fay, 

" Malice often over-fhoots xtCd{J\ 

- ■ ' .1 

1 



zp P H I L O C T E T E S- 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

VlyGks ? 
PHILOCTETES. 

No; 
Therfites; ever talking, never heard. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
I have not feen him, but I hear he lives. 

PHILOCTETES. 
, I did not doubt it : evil never dyes j 

The gods take care of that: if aught there he 
Fraudfui and vile, 'tis iafe; the good and jufl 
Perifh unpity'd by them ; wherefore is it ? 
, When gods do ill, why fliou'd we wor/hip them? 

NEOPTOLEMUS, 
Bvace ^us it is, fince virtue is opprefs'd, 
• And vice triumphant, who deferve to live 
Are doom'd to perifh, and the guilty reign ; 
Henceforth, O! fon of Psean, far from Troy 
And the Atridae will I live remote, 

I 

^erfites. For the charader of Therfitcs, fee Homer's ilkd, b, z. 

Since thus it is f^c. Addifon had probably this pa0aga in vicW} whra hf 
^akes his Cato fay, 

" When vice prevails, and impious men bear fwajr, 
•* The poft ot honour is a private ftation." 
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I wou*d not fee the man I cannot love. 
My barren Scyros fiiall afford me refuge, 
And home-felt joys ddight my future days. 
So, fare thee well, and may th' indulgent gods 
Heal thy fad wound, and grant thee ev'ry wifh 
Thy foul can form; once more, farewel. I go. 
The fir ft propitious gale. 

PHILOCTETES. 

What I now, my ion ? 
So foon? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Immediately ; the time demands 
We fhou'd be near, and ready to depart. 

PHILOCTETES. 
Now, by the mem'ry of thy honoured fire. 
By thy lov'd mother, by whate'er remains 
On earth moft dear to thee, O ! hear me now. 
Thy fuppliantj do not, do not thus forfake me. 
Alone, opprefs'd, deferted, as thou fee'ft. 
In this fad place j I fhall, I know I muft be 
A burthen to thee, but, O ! bear it kindly. 
For ever doth the noble mind abhor 
Th* ungen'rous deed, and loves humanity; 
Difgrace attends thee if thou doft forfake me. 

If 
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If not, immortal fame rewards tKy goodnefs. 

Thou mayft convey me fafe to OEta's fhores 

In one fhort dayj I'll trouble you no longer j 

Hide me in any part where I may Icaft 

Moleft you. Hear me; by the guardian god 

Of the poor fuppliant, all-proteding Jove, 

I beg, behold me at thy feet, infirm, 

And wretched as I am, I clafp thy knees; 

Leave me not here then, where there is no mark 

Of human footftep ; take me to thy home, 

Or to Eubcea's port, to OEta, thence 

Short is the way to Trachin, or the banks 

Of Sperchius' gentle ftream, to meet my father. 

If yet he lives ; for, oh ! I beg'd him oft 

By thofe who hither came, to fetch me hencf. 

Or he is dead, or they negledful bent 

Their hafty <pourle to their own native foil, 

Be thou my better guide ; pity and fave 

The poor and wretched. Think, my fon, how frail 

And full of dj^nger is the (late of man, 

Now 

Hide me in any place. The original fays, " tbrow me into the fink, 
" foredeck, or ftern j" there was no neceflity of fpecifying thefc in the tran-» 
flation. 

To Eubcea's port &c. Euboea was a large ifland in the ^gean fea, now 
fiall'd Negropout, OEta, a mountain in TheiTaly, now call'd Buninai 
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Now profpVous, now adverfe; who feels no ills 
Shou'd therefore fear them ; and when fortune fmiles 
Be doubly cautious, left deftrudtion come V 

Remorfelefs on him, and he fall unpitied. 

CHORUS. 
O! pity him, my lord, for bittVeft woes 
And trials moft fevere he hath recounted; 
Far be fuch fad diftrefs from thofe I love I 
O I if thou hat'ft the bafe Atridae, now 
Revenge thee on them, ferye their deadlieft foe; 
Bear the poor fuppliant to his native foil; 
So fhalt thou blefs thy friend, and *fcape the wrath 
Of the juft gods, who ftill protect the wretched. 

NEOPTOI^EMUS. 
Your profFer'd kindnefs, friends, may coft you dear; 
When you fhall feel his dreadful malady 
Opprefs you fore, you will repent it. 

CHORUS. 

Ncvey 

Shall that reproach be ours, 

Hh NEOP, 

When fortune fmiles, &c. This is almoft literally tranflated, and the exad fenfe 
of the original. Brumoy has added " c'eft alors qu'il eft beau de . fecourir 
*' les malheureux," " this is the time when it inoft becomes us to fuccour the 
" unhappy j" a fentiment not improper in the moqth of Philodetcs, but which 
is not in Sophocles, 

O ! pity bim, (^c. This, in the original, Is the antiftrophe to the little fong 
of the chorus, which I took notice of p. 226. The reafon why I have not put AC 
into the fame meafure gs th? Qther i$ fuiBciently obvious. 
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NEOPTOLEMUS. 
In geil*ious pitjr 
Of the afilided thus to be overcome 
Were moft difgraceful to me; he fhall go. 
May the kind gods Ipeed our departure hence. 
And guide our veflcls to the wiih*d-for fhorel 

PHILOCTETES. 
O ! happy hour I O I kindeft, beft of men ! 
And you my dearefl friends ! how fhall I thank you ? 
What fhall I do to fhew my grateful heart ? 
Let us be gone, but O! permit me firfl 
To take a lafl farewel of my poor hut, 
Where I fo long have liv'd; perhaps you'll fay 
I mufl have had a noble mind to bear it^ 
The very fight to any eyes but mine 
Were horrible, but fad ncccffity 
At length prevail'd, and made it pleafing to me» • 

CHORUS. 
One from our fhip, my lord, and with him comes- 
A flranger; flop a moment till we hear 
Their bus'nefs with us. 

Enter a Spy in the habit of a merchant, with another Grecian, 

SCENE 

Tie vnflidfor Jhore, ' In the original, * the place which wc wifh to fail to.* 
The expre£ion, we fee, is purpofely ambiguous ; Neoptolemus means Troy, and 
Philodetes underftands it as fpoken of Scyros, his n»tive country. 

My poor hut. The Greek is ooixof &or(UK9<rw, ' my uninhabitable habitation y 
this would not bear a literal tranilatioi^ 
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SCENE n. 
NEOPTOLEMUS, PHILOCTETES, CHORUS, SPY, 

S P Y. 

Son of great Achilles, 
Know, chance alone hath brought me hither, driv*n 
By adverfe winds to where thy veffels lay, 
As home I fail'd from Troy ; there did I meet 
This my companion, who inform' d me where 
Thou might'ft be found : hence to purfue my courfe 
And not to tell thee what concerns thee near 
Had been ungenrous, thou perhaps mean time 
Of Greece and of her counfels nought fufpeding, 
Counfels againft thee not by threats alone 
Or words enforc'd, but now in execution. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Now by my virtue, ftranger, for thy news 
I am much bound to thee, and will ■ repay 
Thy fervice ; tell me what the Greeks have done, 

Hh 2 SPY. 

Son of great Achilles ^ &c. This fpy is probably the fame peribn who made 
his appearance in the firft fcene, and was fent out to watch for Philo£ketes» 
Ulyffe? fends him back in the difguife of a merchant, to carry on the plot, and 
haften as much as poiTible the departure of Neoptolemus and PhiloiSetes. 
Ulyffes had already defired Neoptolcmug to frame his anfwcrs according to the 
hints given him by the fpy, and tp aiSl in concert Vritb him ; Neoptolemus, 
therefore, purpofely turns the (iiA-'Ourfe to Ulyflcs, to give the fpy an opportu-* 
nity of meniioning his dcfign pn Fhilo^etes. He blends truth and falfehood, 
we fee, together as artfully as poflible, which prevents the Ic^ft fufpicion of 
fra»d or treacherjr, 
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SPY. 

A fleet already fails to fetch thee back, 
Condu£):ed by old Phcenix, and the fons 
Of valiant Thefeus. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Come they then to force me? 
Or am I to be won by their perfuaflon? 

SPY. 
I know not that ; you have what I cou'd learn. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
And did th' Atridae fend them ? 

SPY. 

Sent they are, 
And will be with you foon. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

But wherefore then 
Came not Ulyfles? did his courage fail? 

SPY. 
He, e'er I left the camp^ with Diomede 
On Icwne important embafly fail'd forth 

In fearch 

N E O-P T O L E M U S. 
Of whom? 

fhe/ons offhejeus, Acamas and Demophoon. 



SPY. 
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SPY. 

There was a man- but ftay, 

Who is thy friend here, tell me, but (peak foftly. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. [whifperinghim. 
The famous Philodtetes. / 

SPY. 
Ha!^ begone then, 
Aik me no more; away, immediately. 

PHILOCTETES. 
What do thefe dark myfterious whifpers mean? 
G)ncern they me, my fbn ? 

NEC P T O L E M U S. 

I know not what 
He means to fay, but I wou*d have him (peak 
Boldly before us all, whate'er it be, 

SPY, 
Do not betray me to the Grecian hoft. 
Nor make me fpeak what I wou'd , fain conceal ; 
I am but poor ; they have befriended me. 

NEOf>TOLEMUS. 
In me thou feeft an enemy confeft 
To the Atridae; this is my beft friend 
Becaufe he hates them too j if thou art mine. 
Hide nothing then. 

SPY. 
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SPY. 
Confider iirft, 
NEOPTGLEMUS. 

I have. 
SPY. 

The blame will be on ycru. 

NEQPTOLEMUS. 

Wh^, let it be; 
But jpeak, I charge thee. 

S P Y, 

Since I ntuft thenj kncfi^f 

« 

In folemn league combin'd, th? bold Ulyffes, 
And gallant Diomede have fworn, by force 
Qr by perfuafion to bring back thy friend ; 
The Grecians heard Laertes^ fon declare 
His purpofe, far more refolute he feem'd 
Than Piomcde, and furer of fuccefs. 

JSTEOPTOLBMUS, 
Put why th* Atridae^ after ib long time, 
Again fhou'd wifh to le? this wretched exile, 
Whence, this defire? came it from th* angry gods 
To pynifh thus |:heir inhumanity? 

3 P Yv 
I paf) inform you; for perhaps from Gre^c^ 



Of 
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Of late you have not heard : there was a prophet, 

Son of old Priam, Helenw by name, 

Him in his midnight walks, the wily chief 

Ulyffes, curfe of ev'ry tongue, efpy'd ; 

Took him, and led him captive, to the Greek* 

A welcome fpoil; much he foretold to all. 

And added laft, that Troy fhou'd never fall 

Till Philo<3:etes from this ille return'd ; 

Ulyffes heard, and inftant promife gave 

To fetch him hence; he hop'd by gentle means 

To gain him ; thofe fuccefslefs, force at lafl 

Cou'd but compel him; he wou'd go, he cry'd. 

And if he fail'd, his head fhou'd pay the forfeit,. 

I've told thee all, and warn thee to be gone. 

Thou and thy friend, if thou wou'dft wifh to lave himb 

PHILOCTETES. 

And does the traytor think he can perfuade me ^ 

As well might he perfuade me to return 

From death to life, as his bafe father did, 

SPY^ 

His father. Sifyphus ;, imagined by many to be the father of Ulyfles : con- 
cerning whom, a fuperftitious report prevail'd, that having on his death- 
bed deiired his wife not to bury him, on his arrival in the infernal regions, he 
complain'd to Pluto of her cruelty, in not performing the funeral obfequies^ 
and was by him permitted, on promiie of immediate return, to reviiit thi& 
world, in order to punifti her for the negleA ; but wlien he came to earth,, 
being unwilling to go back to Tartarus, he was compelled by Mercury. It i^ 
necefTary to the underftanding of Sophocles, that the Engliib reader ihou d be 
familiar with, and reconciled to all thefe abfurdities contained in the mythologj 
and religion of the Greeks^ 
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spy. 

of that I know not: I muft to my fhip; 
Farewell, and may the gods proted you both. 

PHILOCTETES. 

Lead me, expofe me to the Grecian hofti 
And cou'd the inlblent Ulyfles hope 
With his foft flatt'ries e'er to conquer qie ? 
No; fooner wou'd I liften to the voice 

/ • ( 

Of that fell ferpent, whofe envenom'd tongue 

Hath lam'd me thusj but what is there he dare not 

Or fzy or do ? I know he will be here 

Ev'n now, depend on't ; therefore, let's away • 

Quick let the fea divide us from UJyfles ; 

Let us be gone j for well-tim'd expedition. 

The tafk perform'd, brings fafety and repofe, 

N E O P T Q L E M U S, 
Soon as the wind permits ijs, we embark, 
But now 'tis adverfe, 

PHILOCTETES, 
Ev'ry wind is fair. 
When we are flying from misfortune. 

HEOPTpLExMUS, 

True J 
And 'tis againft them too. 



[Exit. 
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PHILOCTETES. 

Alas ! no florms 
Can drive back fraud and rapine from their prey, 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 

« 

I*m ready; take what may be neceflary, 
And follow me. 

PHILOCTETES. 
I want not much. 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Perhaps 
My fhip will furnifli you. 

PHILOCTETES. 
There is a plant 
Which to my wound gives fome relief; I muft 
Have that. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Is there aught elfe? 

PHILOCTETES. 

Alas I my bow, 

I had forgot ; I muft not lofe that treafure. 

[Philodtetes fteps towards his grotto, and brings out his bow 
NEOPTOLEMUS. andarrows.] 
Are thefe the famous arrows then? 

li PHILOC^ 
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FHILOCTETES. 

They are. 
N E O P TO L E M U S. 
An^ may I be permitted to- behdd, 
To touch, to pay my adoration to them? 

FHILOCTETES. 
In thefe, my fon, in ev^*ry thing that's mine 
Thou haft a right, 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
But if it be a crime, 
I wou'd not 5 otherwife 

PHILOCTETES. 
OE thou art full 
Of piety ; in thee it is no crime ; 
In thee, my friend, by whom alone I look 
Once more with pleafure on the radiant Ibn; 
By whom I live ; who giv*ft me to return 
To my dear father, to my friends^ my country* 
Sunk as I was beneath my foes, once more 
I rife to triumph: o'er them by thy aid ; 
Behold them, touch them, but return them to me^ 
And boaft that virtue which on thee alon6 
Beftow'd fuch honour; virtue made them minej 
I can deny thee nothing: he, whofe heart 



Is 
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Is grateful, can alone deferve the name 
Of friend, to tvrj treafure far fuperior. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Go in. 

PHILOCTETES. 
Come with me; for my painful wound 
Requires th/ friendly hand to help me onward. [Exeunt^ 

CHORUS. 
STROPHE. 
Since proud Ixion, doom*d to feel 
The tcM'tures of th' eternal wheel. 
Bound by the hand of angry Jove, 
Received the due rewards of impious love; 
Ne'er was diftrefs fo deep or woe fo great 
As on the wretched Philodetes w^it; 
Who ever with the juft and good 
Guiltlefs of fraud and rapine flood. 
And the fair paths of virtue flill purfu'd ; 

I i 2 Alone, 

Since proud Ixion, &c. The ftory of Ixion, here alluded to, is generally 
knoTVn ; to the few, who are uiKicquaiiited with it, it may be fufficient to ob- 
ferve, that Ixion was in love with Juno; and for boafling of that fuccefs in his 
amour, which he never met with, was thrown by Jupiter into hell, where, 
being placed on a wheel cncompafb'd with ferpents, he was turn'd round with- 
out ceafing. 

This fong of the chorus, agreeably to the precepts of Horace, arifes imme- 
diately from the fubjedt, being a p.uhctic lamentation over Philoderes ; whofe 
^iftrefles are painted in the warmeft coloui s, and dtfjribed in all tlic elegance 
of antient fimplicity. 
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Alone on this inhofpitable fliore, 
Where waves for ever beat, and tempefts roarj 
How cou'd he e'er or hope or comfort know, 
Or painful life fupport beneath fuch weight of woe ! 
ANTI STROPHE. 
Expos'd to the inclement fkies, 
Deferted and forlorn he lyes, 
No friend or fellow-mourner there, 
To fboth his forrows, and divide his care; 
Or feek the healing plant of pow*r to Twage 
His aching wound, and mitigate it's rage ; 
But if perchance, a-while releas'd 
From tort'ring pain, he finks to reft, 
Awaken'd foon, and by fharp hunger preft, 
Compell'd to wander forth in fearch of food, 
He crawls in anguifh to the neighb*ring wood j 
Ev'n as the tott'ring infant in delpair, 
Who mourns an abfent mother's kind fupporting care, 

STROPHE II. 
The teeming earth, who mortals ftill fupplies 
With ev'ry' good, to him her feed denies ; 

A ftranger to the joy that flows 
From the kind aid which man on man beftows; 

Nor food alas! to hini was giv'n, 
Save when his arrows pierc'd the birds of heav'nj 
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Nor e'er did Bacchus* heart-expanding bowl. 
For ten long years relieve his chearlefs foul^ 
But glad was he his eager thirft to flake 
In the unwholfome pool, or ever-ftagnant. lake. 

A N T I S T R O P H E II. 
But now, behold the joyful captive freed ; 
A fairer fate, and brighter days fucceed : 

For he at laft hath found a friend 
Of nobleft race, to fave and to defend. 
To guide him with proteding hand, 
And fafe reftorc him to his native land j 
On Sperchius' flowVy banks to join the throng 
Of Meiian nymphs, and lead the choral fong 
On OEta's top, which faw Alcides rife, 
And from the flaming pile afcend his native fkies* 

[Exeunt* 

Hath found a friend &c. Brumoy obferves on this paflage, that the chorus,, 
being ftrongly attached to the intereft of their mafter Neoptolemus, are but the 
echos of bis expreflions, and though they could not therefore be ignorant of 
his defign to carry Philodtetes to 1 roy inftead of his native country, they here 
mention the latter as his real intention, which they muft be fuppofed to do- 
from the fear of being over- heard by Philodtetes, \*hofe cave was clofe to thern^ 

On Sperchius' hanks. Sperchius was a river m ThefFaly. 

Meiian nymphs. Melos was an ifland near Candy, reckoned among the 
Cyclades, and now call'd Milo» 

End of ACT If. 

A C T in. 
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ACT III. 

S C E N E I. 
NEOPTOLEMUS, PHILOCTETES, CHORUS. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

/^ O M E, Philodetes ; why thus filent ? wherefore 
This fudden terror on thee ? 

PHILOCTETES. 

Oh! 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Whence is it? 
PHILOCTETES. 
Nothing; my fon, go on. 

N E O P- 

Nothings my fin. The pains, which Philodetcs felt from his wound, are de- 
fcribed as periodical, returning at certain fcafons, and attended with violent 
agonies and iconvullions, which generally terminated in a profufe difcharge of 
matter ; the pain then ceafing, the fatigue cccafion'd by it brought on a gentle 
flumber which relieved him, Philodetes, feeling the fymptoms of his diftemr 
per approaching, endeavours as much as poflible to conceal his anguifh, being 
apprehenfive that his cries and groans might induce Neoptulemus, in fpite of 
his promife, to Jeave him behind \ he nvakte flight of jt therefore, till quite 
ovcr-powcr'd by pontinual torture, he ncknowleiiges liin-ifelf at laft unable to 
ftir. This circumilance, we may obferve, is arttuily thrown in by the poet, 
to flop the effcdl of yi\l]cs's ftratagem, which was jull: on the point of execu- 
tion, and whip'h, if it fucceedcd, muft of courfc have put an end to the dra- 
ma i this accident iiUcrvening gives a new turn to the whole, ferves to Intro* 
iduce the remcrfe and repentance of Neoptolemus, giyes Ulylics an opportunity 
cf appearing, and brings about the cataftropli?, 
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NEOPTOLEMtrS. 

Is it thy wound 

That pains thee thus? 

PHILOCTETES. 

No J I am better now. 

OhI godsl 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Why doll thou call thus on the gods? 
PHILOCTETES. 
To fmile propitious, and preferve us—Oh! 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Thou ^rt in mi&'ry. Tell me j wilt thou not ? 
What is it ? 

PHILOCTETES. 

O ! my fon, I can no longer 
Conceal it from thee. O \ I dye, I perifh f 
By the great gods let me implore thee, now 
This moment, if thou haft a fword, OI ftrike,. 
Cut ofF this painful limb, and end my being. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
What can this mean, that unexpeded thus 
It fhou'd torment thee ? 

PHILOCTETES. 

» 

Know you not, my fon? 

NEOP- 
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NEOPTOLEMUS. 
What is the cavife? 

PHILOCTETES. 

Can you not guefs it ? 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 

No* 

PHILOCTETES* 
Nor L , . 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

That's ftranger ftill. 

PHILOCTETES. 
My fon, my fon ! 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 
This new attack is terrible indeed ! 

PHILOCTETES. 
*Tis inexpreflible ! have pity on me! 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
What fliall I do? 

PHILOCTETES. 
Do not be terrify 'd, 
Aod leave me: it's returns are regular, 
And like the traveller, when it's appetite 
Is fotisfy'd, it wijl depart. Oh! qh! 



NEOP- 
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NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Thou art opprefs*d with ills on ev'ry fide. 

Give me thy hand; come, wilt thou lean upon me? 

PHILOCTETES. 
No; but thefe arrows, take, preferve 'em for me 
A little while, till I grow better: fleep 
Is coming on me, and my pains will ceaie. 
Let me be quiet ; if mean time, our foes 
Surprize thee, let nor force nor artifice 
Deprive thee of the great, the precious truft 
I have repofed in thee; that were ruin 
To thee, and to thy friend. 

NEOPTOLExMUS, 
Be not afraid. 
No hands but mine fhall touch them ; give them to me. 

P H ILOCTETES. 
Receive them, fon; and let it be thy pray'r 
They bring not woes on thee, as they have done 
To me, and to Alcides. [Gives him the bow apd arrows, 

NEOPTOLEMUS, 
May the gods 
Forbid it ever; may they guide our courfe 
And ipeed our profp'rous fails! 

Kk ' PHILOC- 
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PHILOCTETES. 

Alasl mj (on, 
I fear tHy^ vows are vain; behold my blood 
Flows from the wound ; O ! how it pains me ! now. 
It comes, it haftens; do not, do not leave me; 
O ! diat Ulyffes felt this racking torture, 
Ev*n to his inmoft foull again it eomes.- 
OI Agamemnon, Menelaus, why 
Shou*d not you bear thele pangs as I have done? 
O ! death, where art thou, death ? fo often calFd, 
Wilt thou not liften ? wilt thou never come ? 
Take thou the Lemnian lire, my gen'rous friend. 
Do me the fame kind office which I did 
For my Alddes; thefe are thy reward; 
He gave them to me, thou alone defcrv'fl 
The great inheritance. What fays my friend ? 
What feys my dear preferver? O! where art thou? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
I' mourn thy haplefs fate. 

PHILOCTETES. 
Be of good chear. 

Quick 

IThe Lemnian Jire. Alluding, moft probably, to the generally-received opi- 
nion, that the forges of Vulcan were in the ifland of Lemnos. 

The fame kind office. PhiloAetes had attended his friend Hercules 'in his laft 
moments, and fee fire to the funeral pile, when he expired on the top of 
mount 0£ta, 
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Quick my difbrder comes, and goes as fbon; 
I only beg ,thce not to leave me here. 

NEOPTOLEMUS* 
Depend oa*t, I will ftay. • 

PHILOCTETES. 
Wflt thou indeed? 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Tnift me, I will. 

PHILOCTETES. 
I need not bind thee to it 
By oath. 

NEOPTOLEMUS, 
Ol no; 'twere impious to forfeke thee. 

PHILOCTETES. 
Give me thy hand, and pledge thy faith. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

I do. 
PHILOCTETES. 
Thither, O ! thither lead me. [pointing Xip to heavefi; 

K k a NEOP- 

Give me thy band. Amongft the Greeks, in all compadls and agreements, 
it was ufual to take each other by the right hand, that being the manner of 
plighting faith ; this was always ponfider'd by men of charafter as equally 
binding with the niofl: folemn oath ; Phitetfletcs therefore defires no othw af- 
furance of the fincerity of his friend. It is perhaps needlefs here to remark, 
that this cuftom has been adopted by tlic moderns, and is pradlifed in almoft 
every nation to this day, though it does not amongft us carry fo much weight 
vrith it, being ftldpm mad^ wfc pf in matterg of great impgrtanpCt 
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NEOPTOLEMUS. 

What iayft thou? where? 
PHILOCTETES. 

Up yonder, 
Above. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

What, loft again ? why look'ft thou thus 
On that bright circle?. 

PHILOCTETES. 
Let me, let me go. 
NEOPTOLEMUS. [lays hold of him. 
Where woudft thou go? 

PHILOCTETES. 

Loofe me. 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 

I will not. 
PHILOCTETES. 

Oh» 
.You'll kill me, if you do not. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. [lets him go. 

There, then; now 
Is thy mind better? 

PHILOCTETES. 
O I receive me earth ; 

Receive 
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.Receive a dying man; here muft I lye; 
For O! my pain's fo great I cannot rife. 
[Philodetes finks down on the earth near the entrance of the cave. 3 

SCENE II. 
NEOPTOLEMUS, CHORUS. 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Sleep hath o'erta'en him, fee his head is lain 
On the cold earth; the balmy fweat thick drops 
From ev'ry limb, and from the broken vein 
Flows the warm blood; let us indulge his {lumbers. 

CHORUS. 
(Invocation to sleep.) 
Sleep, thou patron of mankind, 
Great phyfician of the mind, 
"Who doft nor pain nor forrow k«ow, 
Sweeteft balm of ev'ry woe, 
Mildeft fov'reign, hear us liow ; 
Hear thy wretched fuppliant's vow; 
His eyes in gentle {lumbers clo{e. 
And continue his repofe; 

Hear 

Sleepy thou patron, &c. Philoftetes, quite fatnt from excels of pdn, lays 
himfelf down on the earth, and finks into a fhort {lumber ; the chorus, with 
great propriety, fill up the paufe of adtion by an invocation to fleep. In the 
original, this fpeech of the chorus, arid the next, are in ftrophe, antiftrophe, 
and epode } the reafon why I have thrown only the firft part into rhyme aaiCt 
be obvious to the judicious reader. 
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Hear thy wretched fuppliant*$ vow. 

Great phyfician, hear us now. 
And now, my fon, what beft may fuit thy purpdc 
Confider well, and how we are to ad; 
What more can we expeft? the time is come; 
For better far is opportunity 
Seiz'd at the lucky hour, than all the counfels 
Which wifdom diftatcs, or which craft infpires. 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 
He hears us not; but eaiy as it is 
To gain the prize, it wou'd avail us nothiijg 
Were he not with us; Phoebus hath ref«v'4 
For him alone the crown of vid:ory; 
But thus to boaft of what we cou'd not do, 
And break our word, were moft difgraccfijl to us, 

CHORUS. 
The god will guide us, fear it not, my fon; 
But what thou fay*ft, fpeak foft, for well thou know'f^ 
The fick mans flepp is fliort; he may awake 
And hear us, therefore let us hide our purpofe; 
Jf then thou think'ft as he does, thou know'fl whomi 



This 



Thou knop'll ivbom. The chorus means Ulyfles, but is afraid to mention his 
pame, left Philodtetes (hould awal^c and hear it, which would at once difgovcr 
t^e wl^olc piot againft hioip ' 
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.This is the time; at fuch a time, my fon, 
The wifcft err; but mark mc, the wind's fair. 
And Philo(Sletes fleeps, void of all help. 
Lame, imporcnt, unable to refift, 
He is as one among the dead ; e/n now 
We'll take him with us; 'twere an eafy tafk. 
Leave it to me, my fon; there is no danger. 
NEOPTOLEMUS; 
No more ; his eyes are opeii ; fee, he moves. 

SCENE 111. 
PHILOCTETES, NEOPTOLEMUS, CHORUS, 

PHILOCTETES. [Awaking* 

O! fair returning light 1 beyond my hope; 
You too my kind prefervers! O! my fon, 
I cou'd not think thou wou'dft have ftay*d {o loi^ 
In kind compaflion to thy friend; alas! 
Th' Atridae never wou'd have adled thus; 
But noble is thy nature, and thy birth. 
And therefore little did my wretchednefi. 

Nor 

O ! fairy &c. Mr. Brumoy here begin? his fourdi adi, which is certainly* 
Very abfurd, as there is not the leaft paufe of adlion, or vacancy of fcenc, Phi- 
lodictes awaking immediately after the laft fpeech of the chorus, who obferved 
his eyes opening ; bcfides that the 3d a<9: is thus rendcr'd moft prepofleroufly» 
fhort 5 though the French critic remarks, that it is, notwithftknding, a com- 
pleat aft j " fuivant V idea des Grec," " according to the idea of the Greeks/* 
We will venture however to pronounce, that if the Greeks had divided their 
tragedies into afts, they would have done it with more judgmenu 
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Nor from my wounds the noiibme ftench deter 
Thy gen'rous heart. I have a little reipite; 
Help me, my fon ; I'll try to rife ; this weaknefs 
Will leave me foon, and then we'll go together. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
I little thought to find thee thus reilor'd. 
Truft me, I joy to fee thee free from pain, 
And hear thee Ipeak ; the marks of death were on thee ; 
Raife thyfelf up; thy friends here, if thou wilt, 
Shall carry thee, 'twill be no burthen to them 
If we r^queft it. 

PHILOCTETES, 
No; thy hand alone ^ 
I will not trouble them; 'twill be enough 
If they can bear with me and my diftemper, 
When we embark, 

NEOPTOLEMUS, 
Well, be it (6, but rife. 

PHILOCTETES. [Philodetes rifes. 
O never fear; I'll rife as well as ever, [Exeunt. 

Til rife ai well ai ever. The end of the 3d aft (if an adl there muft be) 
may, 1 think, with greater propriety be placed here ; as Philodtetes may be 
fuppofed to creep into his cave to look for the plant which he niention'd, and 
Keoptolemus to go in with him, fo that the ftage would be left void. This 
a£t, even thus extended, is not half fo long as the preceding ; the diviiion, 
Jiowcv^, is better than Brumoy's. 

End of ACT III, 

ACT IV, 
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S C E N E I. 
NEOPTOLEMUS, PHILOCTETES, CHORUSi 



NEOPTOLEMUS. 



Ho 



W fliaU I aa? 

PHILOCTETES, 

What lays my ion ? 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Alas ! 
I know not what to fay j my doubtful mind- 
PHILOCTETES. 
Talk'd you of doubts ? you did not furely, 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 



That's my misfortune. 



Ay. 
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How Jkall I aSi ? Neoptolcmus, who, as I before obferved, is defcribcd to 
ps as of an honefl: and ingpnuous difpofition, being deeply affedted by the diftrefs 
and anguifh of Philodletes, foften'd at the fame time by the confidence which 
this unhappy man had repofgd in bin), and reficdting on the folemn contra^ 
he had juft made, is ftruck with horror and remorfe at the thought of fuch 
treachery and bafenefs ; he advances in a penfive pqilurp, and fp?ak$ to i)ii]i<» 
felf without regardin|; Philqfltet^s, who is at a lofs to comprehend him, till at 
laft he opens his heart and confefles the dclign ; this gives a new and fudder^ 
turn to the plot, and prepares the ne9eflary appearance of Ulyfles. Thus doe? 
every circumftjiilce in this excellent tragedy arife naturally from that whicl^ 
goj^s before it, and all the various parts of the edifice contribute to tl^e flrenetl)| 
fymmetry and beapty of the whpl^. 
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PHILOCTETES. 

Is then my diftrefs 
The caufe at laft you will not take me with you ? 

N.E O P T O L E M U a 
All is diftrefs and mis'ry, when we adl 
Againft our nature, and confent to ill. 

PHILOCTETES. 
But Aire to help a good man in misfortunes 
Is not againft thy nature. 

NEOPTOLEMUS, 
Men will call me 
A villainy that diftrafis mc. 

PHILOCTETES. 
Not for this; 
For what thou mean ft to do, thou nuy'ft defervc it, 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
What fhall I do? dired me, Jove! To hide 
What I ihou'd Ipeak, and, tell a bafe untruth j 
'Tis double guilt,. 

PHILOCTETES. 
He purpofes at laft, 
I fear it much, to leave me. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

. Leave thee? No, 



But 
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But how to make thee go with pleafure heace^ 
There I'm diftrefsU 

PHILOCTETES. 
I underftand thee not; 
What means my fon ? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
I cah no longer hide 
The dreadful fecret from thee ; thou art going 
To Troy, ev'n to the Gredcs, to the Atridae. 
PHILOCTETES. 
Alas 1 what lay'ft thou ? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Do not weep, but hear me. 
PHILOCTETES. 
What mufl I hear? what will you do with me? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Firft, fet thee free; then carry thee, my friend. 
To conq^uer. Troy. 

PHILOCTETES. 

Is this indeed thy purpofe? 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 
This am I bound to do. 

PHILOCTETES. 
Then I am loft, 
Undone, betray 'd; canft thou, my friend, do this? 

L 1 2 Give 
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Give me my arms again* 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
It cannot be, 
I muft obey the powVs who fcnt me hither; I 

Juftice injoinsj the common caufe demands it. I 

PHILOCTETES. 
Thou worft of men, thou vile artificer 
Of fraud moft infamous, what haft thou done ? 

How have I been deceiv'd ? doft thou not blufh / 

To look upon me, to behold me thus 
Beneath thy feet imploring? bafe betrayer! 
To rob me of my bow, the means of life. 
The only means ; give 'em, reftore 'em to me ; ' 

Do not take all : alas f he hears me not. 
Nor deigns to fpeak^, but cafts an angry look 
That fays, I never fliall be free again. 
P 1 mountains, rivers, rocks, and favage herds I 

To ' 

Tbou nmrji of men. The original is u ttv^ e-v, which, according to the fcho- 
liaft, was meant for a pun on the word Uv^^oi, Pyrrhus, the firfl and proper 
name of Ncoptolemus. Brumoy tranflatcs it, O ! rage digne de tott nom'. I 
thought fo poor a quibble might as well be omitted. 

He bears me not, Neoptolemus repenting of his perfidy and loft in thougiirt, 
is debating within himfelf, whether he ftiall reftore the arrows to Philodtetes ; 
he walks about therefore in great agitation of mind, and gives no attention ta 
what is iaid to him } this whole fcene is full-of action, and the variety of pa£> 
fions, exprefs'd in the countenance and gefture of both^ muft have had a fine 
efft&. in the reprefentation. 
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To j'ou I fpeak, to you alone I now ♦ 

Muft breathe my forrowsj you are wont to hear 

My fad coipplaints, and I will tell you all 

That I have fuffer'd fronx Achilles' fon; 

Who, bound by folennn oath to bear me hence 

To my dear native foil, now fails for Troy, 

The perjur'd wretch firft gave his plighted hand, 

Then ftole the facred arrows of my friend^ 

The fon of Jove, the great Alcides; thofe 

He means to fhew the Greeks, to fnatch me hence. 

And boaft his prize ; as if poor Philo<ftetes> 

This empty fliade, were worthy of his arm; 

Had I been what I was, he ne'er had thus 

Subdu'd me, and ev'n now to fraud alone 

He owes the conqueft 5 I have been betray 'd. 

Give me my arms again, and be thyfelf 

Once more; Ol Ipeak; thou wilt not; then I'm loftt 

1 my poor hut ! again I come to thee. 

Naked and deftitute of food, once more 

Receive me, here to dye; for now, no longer 

Shall my fwift arrow reach the flying prey, 

Or on the mountains pierce the wand'ring herd j 

I fhall myfelf afford a banquet now 

To thofc I us'd to feed on; they the hunter^ 

And 
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And I their eafy prey ; fo Aall the blood 

Which I fo oft have fhed be paid by mine; 

And all this too from him whom once I decm*d 

Stranger to fraud, nor capable of ill ; 

And yet I will not curfe thee, till I know 

Whether thou ftill retain'ft thy horrid purpofe, 

Or doft repent thee of itj if thou doft not, 

Deftrudion wait thee. 

CHORUS. 

We attend your pleafure. 
My royal lord, we muft be gone ; determine 
To leave, or take him with us. 

NEQPTOLEMUS. 

His diftrels 
Doth move me much ; truft me, I long have felt 
Companion for him. 

PHILOCTETES. 
O ! then by the gods 
Pity me now, my fon, nor let mankind 
Reproach thee for a fraud fo baf?. 



NEOF^ 



fFe attend your pleafure. Brumoy fends off the chorus towards the fea-fhore 
immediately after the words ^^ when we embark,' p. 256, and brings them back 
^gain in this pl^ce, as fencby Ulyfles to J^^iovv the reafon of Neoptolpmus's delay. 
1 his departure and return of the chorus, which is a mere conjedure of Bru- 
poy's, is, I think, unneceflary 5 befides that it is not agreeable to the conduit 
^engrally obferved by Sophocles, whofe chorus's ^Iway^ continue on thp ftagp, 
pft}<:fs ofi i'pme v^xy important opcafjonf 
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N E O P T O L EM US. 
. ! Alas I 

"What fhall I do? wou'd I were Ml at Scyrcw,. 
For I am mod unhappy. 

PHILOCTETESw 
O I my fbn, 
Thou art not bafe by nature, but mifguided 
By ' thofe who are, to deeds unworthy of thee ; ^ 
Turn then thy fraud on them who beft deferve it j - 
Reftore my arms,, and leave mc. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Speak, my friends. 
What's to be done ? 

SCENE II. 
PHILOCTETES, NEOPTOLEMUS, CHORUS, ULYSSES^ 

ULYSSES. 
Ha! doft thou hefitate? 
Traitor I be gone. Give me the arms. 

PHILOC- 

speak, my friends. Neoptolemas, already rcfotved to atone for his crime, 
by reftoring the arrows, applies to the chorus for their opinion, which he^cnew 
would be in favour of Philodtetes. Ulyffes furprifed at their unexpeded delay, 
and impatient ,to be gone, leaves his fhip, and, having overheard Neoptolemus, 
enters at this important jundure. His fudden intrufion and haughty behaviouc 
but fcrve to confirm Neoptoiemus in his reTolution. Nothing can be bettec 
imagined, or conduced than the plan of this excellent drama. 
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PHILOCTETES. 
, Ah me! 

Ulyfles here?^ 

U L -Y S S E S. 
Ay I 'tis Ulyffes* fclf 
That flands before thee, 

PHILOCTETES. 

. Then I*m loft, bctray'd} 
This wai the cruel fpoiler. 

U L Y S S E S. 
Doubt it not. 
'Twas I5 I do eonfefs it» 

PHILOCTETES. [To Neoptolemua; 
01 my fon, 
Give me them back» 

ULYSSES. 

It muft not be; with them 
Thyfelf muft go ; or we fhall drag thee henc§. 

PHILOCTETES. 
And will they foj-c^ me ? O ! thou daring villain I 

ULYSSES, 

They will| unle{s thou dpft confent to go, 

P H I L O C T E T E S, 
Wilt tho\j, J Lemhos ! wilt thou, mighty Vulcaq | 

Wi;h 
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With thy all-conqu'ring fire, permit me thus 
To be torn from thee ? 

ULYSSES. 

Know,- great Jove himfelf 
Doth here prefide ; he hath decreed thy fate, 
I but perform his will. 

PHILOCTETES. 
Detefted wretch, 
Mak'ft thou the gods a cover for thy crime? 
Do they teach falfehood? 

ULYSSES. 

No, they taught me truth, 
And therefore, hence ; that way thy journey lyes. [Pointing 
PHILOCTETES. tothefea.] 

It doth not. 

ULYSSES. 
But, I fay, it muft be Co, 
PHILOCTETES. 
And Philodetes then was born a Have I 
I did not know it. 

ULYSSES. 
No ; I mean to place thee 
Ev'n with the nobleft, ev'n with thofe by whom 
Proud Troy muft perifli. 

Mm P H I L O C- 
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PHILOCTETES. 

Never will I go. 
Befall what may, whilfl this deep cave is open 
To bury all my forrows. 

ULYSSES. 

What wou'dft do? 
PHILOCTETES. 
Here throw me down, daih out my defpVate brainsf 
Againil this rock, and fpnnkle it with my blood. 

ULYSSES. [TotheChora*, 

Seize, and prevent hinu 

[They feize him. 
PHILOCTETES. 
Manacled! Ol hands, 
How helplefs are you now I thofe arms, which once 
Protected, thus torn froni you! thou abandon'd, [To Ulyffes. 
Thou fliamelels wretch \ from whom nor truth nor juftice,, 
Nought that becomes the gen'rous mind can flow. 
How haft thou us'd me I how betray 'd! fuborn'd 
This ftranger, this poor youth, who worthier far 
To be my friend than thine, was only here 
Thy indrument; he knew not what he did. 
And now, thou fee'ft, repents him of the crime, 
Which brought fuch guilt on him, fuch woes on me. 

But 
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But thy foul foul, which from its dark recefs 

Trembling looks forth, beheld him void of art, 

Unwilling as he was, inftru<9:ed him, 

And made him foon a mafter in deceit. 

I am thy pris'ner now; ev'n now thou mean'ft 

To drag me hence, from this unhappy fhore 

Where firft thy mahce left me, a poor exile, 

Deferted, friendlefs, and tho' living, dead 

To all mankind ; perifh the vile betrayer I- 

O ! I have curs'd thee often, but the gods 

Will never hear the pray'rs of Philodetes. 

Life and its joys are thine; whilft I unhappy. 

Am but the fcorn of thee, and the Atridse, 

Thy haughty mafters; fraud and force compell'd thee, 

Or thou had'ft never fail'd with them to Troy, 

I lent my willing aid; with fev'n brave Ihips 

I ploughed the main to ferve 'em; in return 

They caft me forth, difgrac'd me, left me here ; 

Thou fay 'ft they did it ; they impute the crime 

M m 2 To 

From its dark recefs, CSc. The Greek is S'la, }jiVX<ov ^X€twt\ * per latebras 
* profpiciens ;* the expreffion is remarkable, and the tranflation therefore almoft 
literal. 

Fraud and force compell'd thee. Ulyfles, unwilling to go among the other 
chiefs to the fiege of Troy, feign'd himfelf mad; but being det€(fled by Pala- 
|caede3 was after all obliged to join them. 
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To thee; and what will you do with me now? 
And whither muft I go ? what end, what purpofe^ 
Cou'd urge thee to it ? I am nothing, loft 
And dead already; wherefore, tell me, wherefore? 
Am I not ftill the fame detefted burthen, 
' Loathfome and lame? Again muft Philodetes 
Difturb your holy rites? If I am with you, 
How can you make libations ? That was once 
Your vile pretence for inhumanity. 
O! may you periQi for the deed I The gods 
Will grant it fure, if juftice be their care, 
And that it is, I know. You had not left 
Your native foil to feek a wretch like me. 
Had not fome impulfe from the powr's above 
Spite of yourfelves, ordain'd it; O! my country. 
And you, OV gods, who look upon this deed> 
Punifti, in pity to me, punifli all 
The guilty band! could I behold them perifli. 
My wounds were nothing; that wou'd heal them alL 

CHORUS. [to Ulyfles. 

Obferve, my lord, what bitternefs of foul 

His 

Am I not ftill This is mention'd in the firft fccne as the rcafon affign'd for 
ex^fing Philoaetes on the iQand ; the farcalm therefore is jaft and natural. 
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His words exprefs ; he bends not to misfortune, 
But feems to brave it. 

ULYSSES. 
I cou'd anfwer him. 
Were this a time for words; but now, no more 
Than this — I ad as beft befits our purpofe. 
Where virtuej truth, and juftice are requir*d, 
Ulyfles yields to none: I was not born 
To be o'ercome, and yet fubmit to thee. 
Let him remain. Thy arrows fhall fuffice j 
We want thee not; Teucer can draw thy bow 
As well as thou; myfelf, with equal ftrength 
Can aim the deadly fhaft, with equal ikill. 
What cou'd thy prefence do? let Lemnos keep thee. 
Farewell perhaps the honours, once defign'd 
For thee, may be referv'd to grace Ulyfles. 

PHILOCTETES. 
Alas! fhall Greece then fee my deadlieft foe, 
Adom*d with arms which I alone fhou'd bear ? 

U L Y S S E>S. 
No more : I muft be gone. 

PHILOC. 

Teucer can draw the bow. Teucer was accounted one of the beft archers m 
the Grecian army, though Menelaus, we may remeaiber, reproaches him for 
it. See note in Ajax, p. 70, 



270 P H I L O C T E T E S. 

P H I L O C T E T E S. [to Neoptolemus. 

Son of Achilles, 
Thou wilt not leave me too? I muft not lofe 
Thy converfe, thy afliftance. 

ULYSSES. [to Neoptolemus. | 

Look not on him ; 
Away, I charge thee; *twou'd be fatal to us. 

P H I L O C T E T E S. [to the chorus. 

Will you forfake me, friends ? dwells no compaffion 
Within your breafts for me ? 

CHORUS. [pointing to Neopt, 

He is our mafter, 
We {peak and ad but as his will direds. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
I know he will upbraid me for this weaknefs. 
But *tis my nature, and I muft corifent, 
Since Philodetes afks it; ftay you with him. 
Till to the gods our pious pray'rs we oiFer, 
And all things are prepar'd for our departure ; 
Perhaps, mean time, to better thoughts his mind 
May turn relenting ; we muft go : remember 
WhPO W^ fhall call you, follow jnftantly, 

[pxit with Ulyflcs. 
SCENE 
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SCENE IIL 
PHILOCTETES, CHORUS. 
PHILOCTETES. 
OI my poor hut! and is it then decreed 
Again I come to thee to part no more? 
To end my wretched days in this fad cave^ 
The fcene of all my woes; few whither now 
Can I betake me? who will feed, fupport, 
Or cheriflx Philodetes ? not a hope 
Remains for me. OI that th' impetuous ilorms 
Wou'd bear me with them to fome diftant cHmel 
For I muft perifh here. 

CHORUS. 
Unhappy man!. 
Thou hail provok'd thy fate; thyfelf alone 
Art to thyfelf a foe, to fcorn the good, 
Which wifdom bids thee take, and chuie misfortune. 

PHILOCTETES. 
Wretch that I am, to perifh here alone. 

or 

Of my poor but ^c. From this place, to the words ' O! ye have brought 
' back once more &c/ the Greek is all Strophe and Antiftrophe, fet to mufic, 
and fung alternately by Pliiilocactes and the chorus. 

51&* impetuous Jlorms^ &c. The Greek is ttojkxSh or m-rcaX'X'^^y whlcli 
the fcholiafts iaterpret, harpies, Ratallerus and Brumoy, whom 1 have here 
follow'd, render it, ftorms, which is the mod natural aiid obvious fenfe^ 
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Ol I ftiall fee the face of man no more, 
Nor fliall my arrows pierce their winged prej, 
And bring me fuftenancel fiich vile delufions 
Us'd to betray me ! 1 that pains, like thofe 
I fed, might reach the author of my woes I 

CHORUS. 
The gods decreed it; vve are not to blame; 
Heap not thy curfes therefore on the guiltlefs, 

But take our friendfhip. 

PHILOCTETES. 

[pointing to the fea-fhore, 

I behold him there; 
Ev n now I fee him laughing me to fcorn 
On yonder ftiore, and in his hand the darts 
He waves triumphant, which no arms but thefe 
Had ever borne. O ! my dear glorious treafure ! 
Kadft thou a mind to feel th' indignity, 
How woud'ft thou grieve to change thy noble matter, 
The friend of great Alcides, for a wretch 
$o vile, fo bafe, fo impious as Ulyffes 1 

CHORUS. 

Juftice will ever rule the good man s tongue. 
Nor from his lips, reproach and bitternefs 

Invidious 

ftbe author of my woes, Ulyflcs. 
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Invidious flow; Ulyfles, by the voice 

Of Greece appointed, only fought a friend 

To join the common caufe, and ferve his country. 

PHILOCTETES. 
Hear me, ye vving'd inhabitants of air. 
And you, who on thefe mountains love to feed. 
My ^vage prey, whom once I cou'd purfue; 
Fearful no more of Philodtetes, fly 
This hollow rock, I cannot hurt you now; 
You need not dread to enter here; alas! 
You now may come, and in your turn regale 
On thefe poor limbs, when I fliall be no more. 
Where can I hope for food? or who can breathe 
This vital air, when life-preferving earth 
No longer will afliil him ? 

CHORUS. 

By the gods 
Let me intreat thee, if thou doft regard 
Our mafter, and thy friend, come to him now, 
Whilft thou may ft 'fcape this fad calamity; 
Who but thyfelf wou'd chufe to be unhappy 
That cou'd prevent it ? 

PHILOCTETES. 

O ! you have brought back 

N n Once 

Ufe-preferving earth. The Greek is remarkably foft and elegant, Bo/«^oj ««*• 
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Once more the fad remembrance of my griefs; 
Why, why my friends, wou*d you afilid me'' thus ? 

CHORUS. 
Aiflia thee, how? 

PHILOCTETES. 

Think you Fll e'er return 
To hateful Troy? 

CHORUS. 
We wou'd advife thee to it. 
PHILOCTETES. 

1*11 hear no more. Go, leave me. 

CHORUS. 

That we fhall 
Moft gladly; to the fliips, my friends, away. [Goiog, 

Obey your orders. 

PHILOCTETES, [Stopsthem. 

By proteding Jove, 
Who hears the fiippliant's pray'r, do not forfake me. 

CHORUS. [Returning, 

Be calm then. 

PHIL O C T E T E S. 
O ! my friends ! will you then ftay? 
Do, by the gods I beg you. 

CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 

Why that groan ? 
PHILOCTETES. 
Alas I I dye ! my wound, my wound ' hereafter 
What can I do? you will not leave me 5 hear—-* 

CHORUS. 
What can ft thou fay we do not know already? 

PHILOCTETES. 
O'erwhelm'd by fuch a ftorm of griefs as I am, 
You fhou'd not thus refent a madman's phrenzy. 

;c H O H u s. 

Comply then and be happy. 

PHILOCTETES. 
Never, never j 
Be fure of that ; tho' thynder-rbearing Jove 
Shou'd with his light'nings blaft me, wou'd I go ; 
No; let Troy perifh, perifli all the hoft 
Who fent me here to dye; but O! my friends, 
Grant me this laft requeft. 

CHORUS. 

What is it? {peak. 
PHILOCTETES. 
A fword, a dart, fome inftrument of death, 

Nn2 CHORUS. 

My wound. The original is O ! my foot, my foot, which the reader may 
fubftitute if he thinks proper. 
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CHORUS. 

What wou*dft thou do? 

PHILOCTETES. 

I'd hack ofF ev*ry limb. 
Death, my foul longs for death. 

CHORUS. 

But wherefore is 
PHILOCTETES. 
m feek my father. 

CHORUS. 
Whither ? 
PHILOCTETES. 
In the tomb ; 
There he muft be. O! Scyros, O! my country. 
How cou'd I bear to fee thee as I am ! 
I who had left thy facred fhores to aid 
The hateful fons of Greece! OI miferyl [Goes into the cave. 

[Exeunt. 



End of ACT IV. 



A C T V. 



E 
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A C T V. 

SCENE L 
ULYSSES, NEOPTOLEMUS, CHORUSl 

CHORUS. 

' E R now we fliou'd have ta*en- thee to our fhips,. 
But that advancing this way I behold 
Ulyfles, and with him Achilles' fon. 

, ULYSSES. 
Why this return ? wherefore this hafte ? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

I come 
To purge me of my crimes. 

ULYSSES. 

Indeed! what crimes?. 

NEOP- 

E'er now loejhou'd GV. The fame impropriety, which ftruck us on the 
opening of the fourth zGty recurs with equal force at the beginning of this. 
The fcene is not voidi and confequently no fuch divifion can take place. That of 
Brumoy is ftill.more abfurd, which takes in this fpeech to the fourth ad, as if it 
were.poflible that the chorus (hould perceive their mafters Ulyfles and Neop- 
tolemus approaching, and immediately run off the ftage; it is furely much- 
better to make them go in with Philodetes, and come out again fpeaking to 
him flill remaining in the cave. 

Why this return &c. Neoptolemus advances in hafte towards the cave of 
Philodetes} Ulyfles appreheniive of his defign, follows and expoftulates with, 
■him. 
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NEOPTOLEMUS. 
My blind obedience to the Grecian hoft, 
And to thy counfels. 

ULYSSES. 
Haft thou pradic'd aught 
Bafe, or unworthy of thee ? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Yes, by art 
And vile deceit betray 'd th* unhappy. 

ULYSSES. 

Whom ? 
Alas ! what mean you ? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Nothing. But the fon 

Of Paean 

ULYSSES. 
Ha! what woud'ft thou do? my heart 
Mi%ives me. [afide.] 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
I have ta'en his arms, and now ' 
ULYSSES. 
Thou woud'ft reftore them I Ipeak, is that thy purpofe ? 

Almighty 

Thou woud'fl re/lore them. The refolution of Ncoptolemus to reftore th^ 
arrows to Philodlctes gives a new turn to the plot, difcon'certs the meafures of 
IJlyfles, and awakens the attention of the fpedlator, who experts with cag?r* 
»f f^ th? confe(juences of if. 
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Almighty Jove! 

NEOPTOLEMU& 
Unjuftly fliou'd I keep 
Another*s right? 

ULYSSES, 
Now, by the gods, thou meaa'ft 
T® mock me; doft thou not? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
If to Ipeak trutk 
Be mockery* 

L Y S S E S, 

4 

And does Achilles' fon 
Say this to me? 

NEOPTOLEMUa. 
Why force me to repeat 
My words fo often to thee ? 

ULYSSES. 

Once to hear them 

Is once indeed too much. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Doubt then no more^ 

For I have told thee all. 

ULYSSES. 

There are, remember. 

There 
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There are, who may prevent thee. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Who fhall dare 
To thwart my purpofe ? 

ULYSSES. 

All the Grecian hoft, 
And with them, I. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Wife as thou art, Ulyfles, 
Thou talk*ft moft idly. 

ULYSSES. 

Wifdom is not thine 
Either in word or deed. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Know, to be juft 
Is better far than to be wife. 

U L Y S S E S. 

But where, 
Where is the juftice thus unauthoris'd 
To give a treafure back thou ow'ft to me. 
And to my counfels? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
I have done a wrong, 
And I will try. to make atonement for it. 

ULYSSES. 
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ULYSSES. 
Doft thou not fear the pow'r of Greece? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

I fear 
Nor Greece, nor thee, when I am doing right. . 

ULYSSES. 
*Tis not with Troy then we contend, but thee. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
I know not that. 

ULYSSES. 
See'ft thou this hand ? behold 
It gra{ps my fword. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Mine is alike prepar'd 
Nor feeks delay. 

ULYSSES. 
But I will let thee go ; 
Greece fliall know all thy guilt, and fhall revenge it. 

[Exit Ulyffes.^ 
Oo SCENE 

I will let thee go. Brqmoy, whofe notions of honour are perhaps a little 
too modern on the occalion, is fhock'd at this appearance of cowardice in 
Ulyffes, wlio after thus exafperating Neoptolemus, inftead of refenting his 
payalier treatment, very prudently retires, with ,a threat to tell the Grecians of 
bis ill behaviojir. The cpndudl of Sophocles in this particular is, notwith- 
ftanding, unexceptionable j for, however unavoidable a duel might have been 
on the French ftage in fucb a circumftance, the antients did not fee the ne- 

ccflity 
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S C E N E ir. 

NEOPTOLEMUS, CHORUS. 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 
*Twas well determin'd; always be as wife 
As now thou art^ and thou may 'ft live in fafety. 

[approaching toward the cave. 
Ho I fon of Paean ! Philodetes, leave 
Thy rocky habitation, and come forth. 

PHILOCTETES. [from the cave. 

What noife was that ? who calls on Philodetes ? 

[he comes out. 

SCENE III. 

PHILOCTETES, NEOPTOLEMUS, CHORUS.. 

PHILOCTETES. 

Alas ! what wou'd you, ftrangers ? are you come 
To heap frefh mis'ries on me ? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Be of comfort^ 
And hear the tidings which I bring. 

PHILOCTETES. 

I dare not; 

Thy 

ceffity of it j their heroes, as we find in Homer, bore a great deal of bad lan- 
guage from each other without drawing their fwords. It would therefore have 
been highly inconfiftent with the charader of the prudent Ulyfl'es to have 
quarrel'd and fought with his friend, and thus put an end at once to the whole 
K'heme of his expedition. 
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Thy flatt'ring tongue already hath betray 'd me. 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 

And is there then no room for penitence ? 

PHILOCTETES. 
Such were thy words, when, feemingly fincere, 
Yet meaning ill, thou ftol'ft my arms away. 

NEOPTOLEMUS, 

But now it is not fo. I only came 
To know if thou art refolute to ftay, 
Or fail with us. 

PHILOCTETES. 
No more of that; 'tis vain 
And ufelefs all. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Art thou then fix'd ? 
PHILOCTETES. 

I am; 
It is impofTible to fay how firmly. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
I thought I cou'd have mov'd thee, but I've done. 

PHIL O C T E T E S. 
'Tis well thou haft; thy labour had been vain; 
For never cou'd my foul efteem the man 
Who rob'd me of my deareft, beft poffeffion, 

O o 2 And 
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And now wou'd have me liften to his counfels; 
Unworthy pfFspring of the beft of men ! 
Pcrifli th* Atridffi ! perifh firft Ulyfles ! 
PerUh thyfelf! 

N E O P T O L E M U S. 

Withhold thy imprecations, 
And take thy arrows back. 

PHILOCtETES. 
• A fecond time 
Woud'ft thou deceive me? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

By th' almighty pow*r 
Of facred Jove I fwear. 

PHILOCTETES. 

O I joyful found ! 

If thou: fay 'ft truly. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Let my adions fpeak. 
Stretch forth thy hand, and take thy arms again. 

[gives him the arrowsi 
S C E N E IV. 
ULYSSES, PHILOCTETES, NEOPTOLEMUS, CHORUS. 

ULYSSES. 
Witaefs ye gods, here in the name of Greece 

And 
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And the Atridae, I forbid it. 

PHILOCTETES. 

Hal 

What voice is that? Ulyffes? 

ULYSSES. 
Ay, *tis I, 
I who perforce will carry thee to Troy 
Spite of Achilles' fon. 

PHILOCTETES. 
[raifing his arm as intending to throw an arrow at Ulyfles; 
Not if I aim 
This (haftaright* 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Now by the gods I beg thee 

Stop thy rafh hand. C^^y"^S ^°^^ of him^ 

PHILOC 

Not if I ainty &c. Ulyffes, ftrongly oppofing and protefting againft the 
rcftitution of the arrows, Philodetes no fooner regains them than, warm with, 
refentment, he aims an arrow at his breaft, but is withheld by Neoptolemus, 
Mr. de Fenelon, ia his Telemaque, has varied a little from Sophocles in this 
particular. He fuppofes Ulyffes to have made a fign to Neoptolemus to rcftorc 
the arrows ; and that Philoiftetes notwithftanding, in the heat of paffion, drew 
the bow againft his enemy, but was ftop'd by Neoptolemus. * I was a£hamcd 

* of myfclf, fays Philodetes. (fee Tel. b. 15) for thus ufing my arrows againft 

* him who had reftored them to me, and at the fame time could not bear the 

* thought of being indebted for any thing to a man whom I fo abhor'd.* This, 
as Brumoy judieioufly obferves, is Spirited, but not agreeable to- the condudt of 
Sophocles > as the propriety of charafier is deftroy'd by making Ulyffes confent 
to the reftoration of the arrows, and likewife by the ungenerous behaviour of 
Pbilo&etes in endeavouring to kill his bcnefa<Stor» 
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PHILOCTETES. 

Let go my ann, 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 

I will not ; 

Shall I not flay my enemy ? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
O! no, 
'Twou'd caft diAionour on us both. 

PHILOCTETES. 

Thou know'ft 
Thefe Grecian chiefs are loud pretending boafters, 
Brave but in tongue, and cowards in the field. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
I know it; but remember, I reftor'd 
Thy arrows to thee, and thou haft no caufe 
For rage, or for complaint againft thy friend, 

PHILOCTETES. 

I own thy goodnefs ; thou haft {hewn thyfelf 

Worthy thy birth, no fon of Sifyphus, 

But of Achilles, who on earth preferv'd 

A fame unfpotted, and amongft the dead 

Still fhines fuperior, an illuftrious {hade. 

NEOP 

No fon of Sifyphus, See note p. 228. The injuries he had received from 
yiyfTcs are alwa)s uppermofl in his thoughts, and he takes every opportunity 
pf ihewing his r^fentment of jhcii), 
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NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Joyful I thank thee for a father's praife, 

And for my own ; but Men to my words, 

And mark me wellj misfortunes, which the gods 

Inflid on mortals, they perforce muft bear. 

But when opprefs*d by voluntary woes 

They make themfelves unhappy j they deferve not 

Our pity or our pardon j fuch art thou; 

Thy favage foul, impatient of advice, 

Rejeds the wholefome counfel of thy friend. 

And treats him like a foe; but I will fpeak^ 

Jove be my witnefs! therefore hear my words. 

And grave them in thy heart; the dire difeafe 

Thou long haft fuffer'd is from angry heav'n. 

Which thus afHids thee for thy rafh approach 

To the fell ferpent, which on Chryfa's fhore 

Watch'd o'er the facred treafures; know befide. 

That whilft the fun in yonder eaft fhall rife,. 

Or in the weft decline, diftemper'd ftill 

Thou ever {halt remain, unlels to Troy 

Thy willing mind tranfport thee; there the fbns 

Of \iEfculapius fhall reftore thee,, there 

By my afliftance fhalt thou conquer Troy j 



\ On Chryfa's Jkore, See the firft note, p. 20 !► 
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I know it well; for that prophetic fage. 

The Trojan captive Helenus, foretold 

It Ihou'd be lb ; * proud Troy (he added then) 

* This very year muft fall, if not, my life j 

* Shall anfwer for the falfehood :' therefore yield ; i 
Thus to be deem*d the firft of Grecians, thus [ 
By Paean's fav'rite fons to be reftor'd, ' 
And thus mark'd out the conqueror of Troy, 

Is fure diftinguifh'd happinefs. 

"PHILOCTETES. 
OI life 
Detefted, why wilt thou ftill keep me here! 
Why not difmifs me to the tomb? alas! 
What can I do? how can I difbelieve 
My genrous friend? I muft confent, and yet 
Can I do this, and look upon the fun? 
Can I behold my friends, will they forgive. 
Will they alTociate with me after this ? 
And you, ye heav'nly orbs that roll around me, * 

How 

How can 1 dijbelievej &c PhUodletes, moved by the generofity of Neop- 
tolcmus in reftoring the arrows, is almoft perfuaded to lay alide his refentment 
and fail for Troy, but at the fame time cannot bear the thought of joining 
Ulyffes and the Atridae -, this doubt and uncertainty caufes a new fituation in the 
drama, which keeps up the attention of -the audience. One cannot help ob- 
ferving with what a variety of interefting circumftances Sophocles has contrived 
to embelliflj ? fubjedt fo fimple as to appear at firft fight incapable of admitting 
any. 
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How will you bear to fee me link'd with thofe 

Who have deftroy'd me, ev*n the fons of Atrcus, 

Ev*n with Ulyfles, fource of all my woes ? 

My fufF'rings paft I cou'd forget, but Ol 

I dread the woes to come, for well I know 

When once die mind's corrupted, it brings forth 

Unnumber'd crimes, and ills to ills fucceed. 

It moves my wonder much, that thou, my friend, 

Shou'dft thus advife me, whom it ill becomes 

To think of Troy; I rather had believ'd 

Thou wou'dft have fent me for, far off from thofe 

Who have defrauded thee of thy juft right, 

And gave thy arms away ; are thefe the men 

Whom thou wou'dft ferve ? whom thou wou'dft thus compel mc 

To fave and to defend? it muft not be. 

Remember, O! my fon, the Iblemn oath 

Thou gav'ft to bear me to my native foil ; 

Do this, my friend, remain thylelf at Scyros, 

And leave thefe wretches to be wretched ftill. 

Thus flialt thou merit double thanks, from me. 

And from my father; nor by fuccour giv'n 

To vile betrayers, prove thyf^lf as vile. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Thou fay 'ft moft truly; yet confide in heav'n, 

P p Truft 
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Truft to thy fiiend, and leave this hated place. 

PHILOCTETES. 
Leave it ? for whom ? for Troy and the Atrid» ? 
Thefe wounds forbid it. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

They ihall all be heaVd, 
Where I will carry thee. 

PHILOCTETES. 
An idle tale 
Thou tell'ft me, furely, doft thou not? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

I fpeak 
What beft may ferve us both. 

PHILOCTETES. 

But, {peaking thus, 
Doft thou not fear th' offended gods ? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Why fear them? 
^ Can I offend the gods by doing good ? ' 

PHILOCTETES. 
What good ? to whom ? to me or to th' Atridae ? 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
I am thy friend, and therefore wou'd perfuade thee. 

PHILOCTETES. 
And therefore give me to my foes. 



NEOP- 
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N E OP T O L E M U S, 

Alas!" 
Let not misfortunes thus tranfport thy foul 
To rage and btiiternefs. 

P H I L O C T E T E S. 

Thou woud'ft deftroy me: 
N E O P T O.L EMUS. 
Thou know'ft me not. 

PHILOCTETES. 

I know th* Atridae- well. 
Who left me here. 

NEOPTOLEM US. 
They did; yet they perhaps, 
Ev'n they, O I Philodctcs, may preferve thee. 
PHILOCTETES. 
I never will to Troy. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
What's to be done ? 
Since I can ne'er perfuade thee, I fubmit ; 
Live on in mifery. 

PHILOCTETES. 
Then, let me fuffer; 
Suffer I mufl j but, O I perform thy promife ; 
Think on thy plighted faith, and guard me home 

P p 2 Inftant 
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Inftant, my friend, nor ever call back Troy 
To my remembrance J I have felt enough 
From Troy already. 

NEOPTOLEMUS; 

Let us go, prepare. 
PHILOCTETES. 
O I glorious found ! 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 

Bear thyfelf up. 
PHILOCTETES, 

I will, 
If pofUble. 

NEOPTOLEMUS, 

But how {hall I efcape 
The wrath of Greece? 

PHILOCTETES. 
O ! think not of it. 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 

What 
If they fhouM wafte my kingdom? 

PHILOCTETES. 

I'll be there, 
NEOPTOLEMUS. 
Alas ! what canft thou do ? 

PHILOC- 
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PHILOCTETES. 

And with thefe arrows 

Of my Alcides 

NEOPTOLEMUS, 

Ha! what iay'ft thou? 
PHILOCTETES. 

Drive 
Thy foes before me; not a Greek fhall dare 
Approach thy borders. 

NEOPTOLEMUS. 
If thou wilt do this^ 
Salute the earth, and inftant hence. Away. 

SCENE IV. 
HERCULES, ULYSSES, NEOPTOLEMUS, 
PHILOCTETES, CHORUS. 
HERCULES defcends and fpeaks. 
Stay, fon of Paean ; lo ! to thee 'tis giv'n 
Once more to fee and hear thy lov'd Alcides,, 

. . Who. 

Stay, fon ofPaan (ie. Hercules after a life fpcnt in the laborious icrvice 
of virtue, was admitted into heaven by his father Jupiter, and rank'd 
among the gods. Agreeably to his charafter whilft upon earth, he leaves 
the regions of peace and happinefs only to ferve his country and his friend. 
To juftify the poet, with regard to this appearance of a deity, it may not be 
improper here to obferve, that Philodletcs is defcribed as fierce and inexora- 
ble, vvith a mind fower'd by injuries, and a heart harden'd by calamity ; he i»> 
not to be folten'd by the art and fubdety of Ulyfles, nor fubdu'd by the honour 
and gcnerofity of iMeoptolemusi a change of will could not therefore take 

place. 



ZSI4 PHILOCTETES. 

Who for thy fake h?ith left yon heav'oly msuifions, 

And comes to tell thee the decrees of Jove ; 

To turn thee from the paths thou mean'ft to tread. 

And guide thy footflepa right ; therefore attend. 

Thou know'ft what toils, what labours I endur'd, 

E'er I by virtue gaiu*d immortal fame; 

Thou too like me by toils muft rile to glory ; 

Thou too, muft fuffer, e'er thou cani'ft be ha{^y ; 

Hence with thy friend to Troy, where honour calls, 

Where health awaits thee; where, by virtue rais'd 

To higheft rank, and leader of the war, 

Paris, it's hateful author, flaalt thou flay,. 

Lay wafte proud. Troy, and fend thy trophies home, 

Thy v^our*8 due reward, to glad thy fire 

On OEta*s top: the gifts which Greece beftows 

Muft thou referve to. grace my fun'ral pile, 

And be a monument to after ages 



Of 



place without departing from that propriety of charadler which Sophocles al- 
ways religioufly obfervcs. The defccnt of Hercules is, on this account, both 
nccefl'iry and beauiiful; for though in fome of the Greek tragedies, the inter- 
poficion of the gods cm perhaps hardly be juftijfied, the feverclt critic will, I 
believe, liere acknowledge the * dignus vindice nodus' of Horace, To the man^ 
n^r of this appearance and the machinery m^dc ufe of on the occafion we are 
left entire ftrangers ; we have no lights from antiquity concerning the decora- 
tions of the tlisatre, and are only told in general, that they were made with 
the utmoft fplendor and magnificence ; the charadler of Hercules during his 
(})ort ftay is fuftain'd with gre^t dignity ; he fays no more than whiit iS abfo-r 
\n:p\y n^ccffary on the occafion, ajid then rejifcends. 
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Of thefe all-conq'ring arms.— Son of Achilles, 

[turning to Neoptolemus* 
(For now to thee I fpeak) remember this, 
Without his aid thou can'ft not conquer Troy, 
Nor Philoiaetes without thee fucceedj 
Go then, and, likt two lions in the' Held > 
Roaming for prey, guard ye each other well ; 
My -^fcukpius will I fend cv'n now 
To heal thy. wounds; then go, and conquer Troyj 
But when you lay the vanquifli'd city wafte. 
Be careful that you venerate the godj; 
For far above all other gifts doth Jove, 
Th* almighty father, hold true piety ; 
Whether we live or dye, that ftill furvives 
Beyond the reach of fate, and is immortal. 

N E O P T O L E M U S. 
Once more to let me hear that wifh'd-for voice. 
To fee thee after lb long time, was blifs 
I cou'd not hope for. Oil will obey 
Thy great commands moft willingly. 

PHILOC:' 

Be carefuly &c. This is fuppofed by the commentators to convey a kind of 
prophetic cenfurc of Neoptolemus, who after his return to Troy murther*d the: 
aged Priam, even at the altar of Hercaean Jove. 

JVhether we Jive or die, &c. Whether we live, we live unto the Lord, and 
whether we die, we die unto the Lord ; whether we live therefore, or die, w^ 
are the Lord's* St» Paul's epidle to the RomanSi c. 14^ v. 8*. 
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PHILOCTETES. 

And I. 
HERCULES. 

Delay not then ; for, lo ! a profp'rous wind 
Swells in thy fail ; the time invites, adieu. 

[Hercules reafcends. 

SCENE V. 
PHILOCTETES, ULYSSES, NE OP TOLEMUS, 

CHORUS. 
[PHILOCTETES. 
I will but pay my falutations here, 

And inftantly depart To thee, my cave. 

Where I fo long have dwelt, I bid farewel ; 

And you, ye nymphs, who on the wat'ry plains 

Deign to refide, farewel; farewel the noife 

Of beating waves, which I fo oft have heard 

From the rough lea, which by the black winds driv'n 

O'erwhelm'd me Ihiv'ring ; oft th' Hermzean mount 

Echo'd my plaintive voice, by wint'ry ftorms 

Afflifted, and return'd me groan for groan. 

Now, ye frefli fountains, each Lycaean fpring, 

I 

T/j Hermcean mount. A mountain in Lemnos ; though fome are of opinion 
that tlie word Hermaean is only an epithet generally appropriated to moun-; 
tains, from Hermes or Mercury, the god of hills and groves* 

Ecic/j Lycaan fpring. Fountains facred to Apollo Lycius, 
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I leave you now ; alas I I little thought 

To leave you ever; and thou fea-girt ifle, 

Lemnos, farewel; permit me to depart 

By thee unblam'd, and with a profp*rou» gale 

To go where hte demands, where kindeft friends^ 

By counfel urge me, where all-powerful Jove 

In his unerring wifdom hath decreed. 

CHORUS. 
Let us be gone, and to the ocean nymphs 
Our humble jM-ay'rs prefer that they wou'd ail 
Propitious iinile, and grant us fafe return. 



End of the FIRST VOLUME. 
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